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THE 



FOREST SANCTUARY. 



Bit Platm aller meioer itillai freuden, 
£uch laas* ich hinter mir auf immerdar ! 

So Ut des geistes rtif an mich ergangen, 
Mich treibt nicht eitles, irdiscbes yerlangen. 

Die Jwfigfrau von Orleans. 

Long time agaanit (^preaaion have I fought, 
And for the native liberty of £uth 
Have Ued and saffinr'd bonds. 

Remone, a Troffmfy. 



The following Poem is intended to describe the mental cob- 
flicts, as well as outward soflSerings, of a Spaniard^ who, flying 
from the religious persecutions of his own country, in the six- 
teenth century, takes refuge, with his child, in a North Ame- 
rican forest. The story is supposed to be related by himself, 
amidst the wiklcmess which has afibrded him an asylum. 
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I. 

The Toices of my home ! — I hear them still ! 

Thef haye been with me through the dreamy night — 

The blessed honsdiold voices^ wont to fill 

My heart's- dear deptiis with unalloyed delight I 

I hearthem still, nnchang'd: — ^thongh some from earth 

Are music parted^ and the tones of mirth—- 

Wild, silvery tones, tliat rang through days more 

bright! 
Have died in others, — ^yet to me they come, 
Singing of boyhood back— the yoioes of my home I 
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II. 

They call me through this hush of woods, reposing 
In the grey stillness of the summer mom ; 
They wander by when heavy flowers are closing, 
And thoughts grow deep, and winds and stars are bom; 
Ev'n as a fount's remember'd gushings burst 
On the parched traveller in his hour of thirst, 
E'en thus they haunt me with sweet sounds, till worn 
By quenchless longings, to my soul I say — 

Oh I for the dove's swift wings, that I might flee away,— 

III. 
And find mine ark I — ^yet whither ? — I must bear 
A yearning heart within me to the grave. 
I am of those o'er whom a breath of air — 
Just darkening in its course the lake's bright wave, 
And sighing through the feathery canes^ — ^hath power 
To call up shadows, in the silent hour, 
From the dim past, as from a wizard's cave ! — 
So must it be ! — These skies above me spread. 

Are they my own soft skies? — Ye rest not here, my dead! 
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IV. 

Ye far amidst the southern flowers lie sleeping, 

Your graves all smiling in the sunshine dear, 

Save one ! — a blue, lone, distant main is sweeping 

High o'er one gentle head — ^ye rest not here ! — 

'Tis not the olive, with a whisper swaying. 

Not thy low ripplings, glassy water, playing 

Through my own chestnut groves, which All mine ear ; 

But the fftint echoes in my breast that dwell, 

And for their birth-place moan, as moans the ocean-shell.^ 

v. 

Peace ! — I will dash these fond regrets to earth, 

Ev'n as an eagle shakes the cumbering rain 

From his strong pinion. Thou that gav*st me birth, 

And lineage, and once home, — ^my native Spain ! 

My own bright land — my father's land — ^my child's ! 

What hath thy son brought from thee to the wilds ? 

He hath brought marks of torture and the chain. 

Traces of things which pass not as a breeze ; 

A blighted name, dark thoughts, wrath, wo, — ^thy gifls 

are these. 
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VI. 

A blighted name ! — I hear the winds of moni — 
Their Bcmnds are not of tMs I — I hear the ^yer 
Of the tgreen reeds^ and all the mstlingBy borne 
From the high forest, when the light leaves qmver : 
Their sounds are not of this 1— the cedars, waving, 
Lend it no tone : His wide savannahs laving, 
It is not murmur'd by the joyous river ! 
What part hath mortal name, where Grod alone 
Speaks to the mighty waste, and through its heart is 
known? 

VII. 

Is it not much that I may worship Him, 

With nought my spirit's breathings to control, 

And feel His presence in the vast, and dun. 

And whispery woods, where dying thunders roH 

From the far cataracts ? — Shall I not rejoice 

That I have leam'd at last to know His voice 
From mans ? — I will rejoice ! — ^my soaring soul 

Now hath redeemed her birthright of the day, 

And won,throughclouds, to Him, her o wn unfetter'd way ! 
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vni. 
And thou, my boy ! that silent at my knee 
Dost lift to mine thy soft, dark, earnest eyes, 
Fill'd with the love of dhildhood, which I see 
Pore through its depths, a thing without disguise ; 
Thou diat hast breath'd in slumber on my breast, 
Whea^ I have check'd its throbs to give thee rest. 
Mine own! whose young thonghtsfreshbeforem»rise! 
h it not much that I may guide tkj prayer, 
And circle tiiy glad soul with free and healthful air ? 

IX. 

Why should I weep on tliy bright head, my boy ? 
Within thy fathers' halls thou wilt not dwell, 
Nor lift their banner, with a warrior's joy. 
Amidst liie sons of mountain chiefs, who fell 
For Spain of old. — Yet what if rolling waves 
Have borne us far from our ancestral graves ? 
Thou shalt not feel thy bursting heart rebel 
As miiie hath done ; nor bear what I have borne, 
Casting in falsehood's mould th' indignant brow of scorn. 
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This shall not be thy lot, my blessed child ! 
I have not sorrowed, straggled, liv'd in vain — 
Hear me ! magnificent and ancient wild ; 
And mighty rivers, ye that meet the main, 
As deep meets deep ; and forests, whose dim shade 
The flood's voice, and the wind's, by swells pervade ; 
Hear me ! — 'tis well to die, and not complain, 
Yet there are hours when the charged heart must speak, 
Ev'n in the desert's ear to pour itself, or break ! 

XI. 

I see an oak before me,^ it hath been 

The crown*d one of the woods ; and might have flung 

Its hundred arms to Heaven, still freshly green. 

But a wild vine around the stem hath clung. 

From branch to branch close wreaths of bondage 

throwing. 
Till the proud tree, before no tempest bowing. 
Hath shrunk and died, those serpent-folds among. 
Alas ! alas !— *what is it that I see ? 
An image of man's mind, land of my sires, with thee ! 



THE FOREST SANCTUARY. ^ 

» 

XII. 

Yet art thou lovely! — Song is on thy hills — 

Oh sweet and moumfol melodies of Spain, 

That luU'd my boyhood, how your memory thrilla 

The exile's heart with sudden-wakening pain ! — 

Your sounds are on the rocks:— That I might hear 

Once more the music of the mountaineer ! — 

And from the sunny vales the shepherd's strain 

Floats out, and fills the solitary place 

With the old tuneful names of Spain's heroic race. 

xin. 

But there was silence one bright, golden day, 

Through my own pine-huagmountains» Clear,yetloHe, 

In the rich autumn light the vineyards lay. 

And from the fields the peasant's voice was gone ; 

And the red gn^es untrodden strew'd the ground, 

And the free flocks untended roam'd around : 

Where was the pastor ? — ^where the pipe's wild tone ? 

Music and mirth were hush'd the hills among, 

While to the city's gates each hamlet pour'd it» throng 

a2 
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XIV. 

Silence upon the mountains . — Bat within 

The city's gates a rush — a press — a swell 

Of multitodes their torrent way to win ; 

And heavy hoomings of a dull, deep hell, 

A dead pause following each — ^like that which parts 
The dash of hillows, holding breathless hearts 

Fast in the hush of fear — ^knell after knell; 

And sounds of thickening steps, like thunder-rain, 

That plashes on the roof of some vast echoing fane ! 

XV. 

What pageant's hour approach'd ? — The sullen gate 
Of a strong ancient prison-house was thrown 
Back to the day. And who, in mournful state, 
Came forth, led slowly o'er its threshold-stone ? 
They that had leam'd, in cells of secret gloom. 
How sunshine is forgotten ! — They, to whom 
The very features of mankind were grown 
Things that bewilder'd ! — 0*er their dazzled sight, 
They lifted their wan hands, and cower*d before the light ! 
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XVI. 

To this man brings his brother ! — Some w«re there, 
Who with their desolation had entwin'd 
Fierce strength, and girt the sternness of despair 
Fast ronnd their bosoms, ev'n as warriors bind 
The breastplate on for fight : but brow and cheek 
Seem'd theirs a torturing panoply to speak ! 
And there were some, from whom the very mind 
Had been wrung ont: they smiled — oh! startling smile 
Whence man's high soul is fled I — Where doth it sleep 
the while ? 

XVII. 

But onward mov'd the melancholy train, 
For their Mse creeds in fiery pangs to die. 
This was the solemn sacrifice of Spain — 
Heaven's offering from the land of chivalry ! 
Thro' thousands, thousands of their race they mov*d — 
Oh I how unlike all others I — ^the beloved, 
The free, the proud, the beautiful I whose eye 
Grew fix'd befbre tiiem, while a pe<^le's breath 
Was hnsh'dy and its one soul bound in the thought of 
death I 
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XVIII. 

It might be that amidst the countless throng, 
There swell'd some heart with Pity's weight oppressed, 
For the wide stream of human love is strong ; 
And woman, on whose fond and faithful breast 
Childhood is rear'd, and at whose knee the sigh 
Of its first prayer is breath'd, she, too, was nigh. 
— But life is dear, and the free footstep bless'd. 
And home a sunny place, where each may fill 
Some eye with glistening smiles, — and therefore all 
were still — 

XIX, 

All still — youth, courage, strength !^-a winter laid, 
A chain of palsy, cast on might and mind ! 
Still, as at noon a southern forest's shade. 
They stood, those breathless masses of mankind ; 
Still, as a frozen torrent I — ^but the wave 
Soon leaps to foaming freedom — they, the brave, 
Endur'd — they saw the martyr's place assign'd 

In the red flames — ^whence is the withering spell 
That numbs each human pulse ? — ^they saw, and thought 
it well. 
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XX. 

And I, too, thought it well I That very morn 
From a far land I came, yet round me dang 
The spirit of my own. No hand had torn 
With a strong grasp away the veil which hung 
Between mine eyes and truth. I gaz'd, I saw, 
Dimly, as through a glass. In silent awe 
I watched the fearful rites ; and if there sprung 
One rehel feeling from its deep founts up. 
Shuddering, I flung it hack, as guilt's own poison-cup. 

XXI. 

But I was waken'd as the dreamers waken 

Whom the shrill trumpet and the shriek of dread 

Rouse up at midnight, when their walls are taken, 

And they must hattle till their hlood is shed 
On their own threshold-floor. A path for light 

Through my torn breast was shatter*d by the might 

Of the swift thunder-stroke — and Freedom's tread 

Came in through ruins, late, yet not in vain, 

Making the blighted place all green with life again. 
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XXII. 

Still darkly, slowly, as a sullen mass 
Of cloud, o'ersweeping, without wind, the sky. 
Dream-like I saw the sad procession pass, 
And marked its victims with a tearless eye. 
They mov'd before me but as pictures, wrought 
Each to reveal some secret of man's thought, 
On the sharp edge of sad mortality. 
Till in his place came one — oh ! could it be ? 
My friend, my heart*s first friend I — and did I gaze on 
thee? 

XXIII. 

On thee ! with whom in boyhood I had play'd. 
At the grape-gatherings, by my native streams ; 
And to whose eye my youthful soul had laid 
Bare, as to Heaven's, its glowing world of dreams ; 
And by whose side midst warriors I had stood. 
And in whose helm was brought— oh! eam'd with blood ! 
The fresh wave to my lips, when tropic beams 
Smote on my fever'd brow ! — Ay, years had passed, 
Severingourpaths,bravefriend! — and^te^wemetatlast! 
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XXIV. 

I see it still — the lofty mien thou borest — 
On tby pale forebead sat a sense of power I 
The very look that once thoa brightly worest, 
Cheering me onward through a fearful hour, 
Wbea we were girt by Indian bow and spear, 
Midst the white Andes — ev'n as mountain deer, 
Hemm'd in our camp — ^but thro' the javelin shower 
We rent our way, a tempest of despair ! — 
And thou — hadst thou but died with thy true brethren 
there! 

XXV. 

I call the fond wish back — ^for thou hast perish'd 
More nobly far, my Alvar ! — making known 
The might of truth ;^ and be thy memory cherished 
With theirs, the thousands, that around her throne 
Have pour*d their lives out smiling, in that doom 
finding a triumph, if denied a tomb ! — 
Ay, with their ashes hath the wind been sown. 
And with the wind their spirit shall be spread, 
Filliag man's heart and home with records of the dead. 
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XXVI. 

Thou Searcher of the Soul ! in whose dread sight 
Not the bold guilt alone, that mocks the skies, 
But the scarce-own'd, unwhisper'd thought of night, 
As a thing written with the sunbeam lies ; 
Thou know*st — ^whose eye through shade and depth 

can see, 
That this man's crime was but to worship thee, 
Like those that made their hearts thy sacrifice, 
The call'd of yore ; wont by the Saviour's side, 
On the dim Olive-Mount to pray at eventide. 

XXVII. 

For the strong spirit will at times awake. 
Piercing the mists that wrap her clay-abode ; 
And, bom of thee, she may not always take 
Earth's accents for the oracles of God ; 
And ev'n for this — O dust, whose mask is power ! 
Reed, that wouldst be a scourge thy little hour ! 
Spark, whereon yet the mighty hath not trod. 

And therefore thou destroyest ! — where were flown 

« 

Our hope, if man were left to man's decree alone ? 
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XXVIII. 

Bat this I felt not yet. I could but gaze 
On him, my friend ; while that swift moment threw 
A sadden freshness back on vanished days, 
Like water-drops on some dim picture's hue ; 
Calling the proud time up, when first I stood 
Where banners floated, and my heart's quick blood 
Sprang to a torrent as the clarion blew. 
And he — his sword was like a brother's worn, 
That watches through the field his mother's youngest bom. 

XXIX. 

But a lance met me in that day's career, 
Senseless I lay amidst th' o'ersweeping fight, 
Wakening at last — how full, how strangely clear. 
That scene on memory flash'd ! — the shivery light. 
Moonlight, on broken shields — the plain of slaughter, 
The fountain-side-^the low sweet soimd of water — 
And Alvar bending o'er me — ^from the night 
Covering me with his mantle I — all the past 
Flow'd back — ^my soul's far chords all answer'd to the 
blast. 
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XXX. 

Till, in that rush of visions, I became 
As one that by the bands of slumber wound. 
Lies with a powerless, but all-thrilling frame, 
Intense in consciousness of sight and sound, 
Yet buried in a wildering dream which brings 
Lov'd faces round him, girt with fearful things ! 
Troubled ev'n thus I stood, but chain'd and bound 
On that familiar form mine eye to keep : — 
Alas I I might not faU upon his neck and weep ! 

XXXI. 

He pass'd me — and what next ? — I looked on two. 
Following his footsteps to the same dread place. 
For the same guilt — ^his sisters !^ — Well i knew 
The beauty on those brows, though each youi^ &ce 
Was changed — so deeply changed ! — a dungeon's air 
Is hard for lov'd and lovely things to bear ; 
And ye, O daughters of a lofiy race, 
Queen-like Theresa ! radiant Inez ! — ^flowers 
Socherish'd! were ye thenbutrear'dforthosedaikliofirB? 
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A monrnM homey young sisters ! had ye left, 
With your lutes hanging hnsh'd upon the wall, 
And nkmce round the aged man, bereft 
. Of each glad Toice, once answering to his ca3L 
Alas, that lonely father 1 doom'd to pine 
For sounds departed in bis life's decline. 
And, midst the shadowing banners of his hall, 
With his white hair to sit, and deem the name 
A hundred chie& had borne, cast down by you to shame !^ 

XXXIII. 

And wo for you, midst looks and words of loTe, 
And gentle hearts and faces, nurs'd so long I 
How had I seen you in your beauty move. 
Wearily the wreath, and listening to the song ! 
— Yet sat, erv'ii then, what seem'd the crowd to shun. 
Half veil'd upon the dear pale brow of one. 
And deeper thoughts than oft to youth belong, 
ThoughtSy such as wake to evening's whispery sway, 
Waihin the drooping shade of her sweet eyelids lay. 
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XXXIV. 

And if she mingled with the festive train. 
It was but as some melancholy star 
Beholds the dance of shepherds on the plain. 
In its bright stillness present, though afar. 
Yet would she smile — and that, too, hath its smile— 
Circled with joy which reached her not the while> 
And bearing a lone spirit, not at war 
With earthly things, but o*er their form and hue 
Shedding too clear a light, too sorrowfully true. 

XXXV. 

But the dark hours wring forth the hidden might 
Which hath lain bedded in the silent soul, 
A treasure all undreamt of; — as the night 
Calls out the harmonies of streams that roll 
Unheard by day. It seem'd as if her breast 
Had hoarded energies, till then suppressed 
Almost with pain, and bursting from control, 
And finding first that hour their pathway free : — 
Could a rose brave the storm, such might her emblem be 
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XXXVI. 

For the soft gloom whose shadow stUl had hung 
On her jBEur brow, beneath its garlands worn. 
Was fled ; and fire, like prophecy's, had sprung 
Clear to her kindled eye. It might be scorn—- 
Pride — sense of wrong — ay, the frail heart is bound 
By these at times, ev'n as with adamant round, 
Kept so from breaking ! — yet not thus upborn 
She mov'd, though some sustaining passion's wave 

Lifted her fervent soul — a sister for the brave ! 

xxxvn. 
And yet, alas ! to see the strength which dings 
Round woman in such hours I — a mournful sight, 
Though lovely ! — an overflowing of the springs, 
The full springs of affection, deep as bright ! 
And she, because her life is ever twin'd 
With other lives, and by no stormy wind 
May thence be shaken, and because the light 
Of tenderness is round her, and her eye 

Doth weep such passionate tears — therefore she thus 
can die. 
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xxxvin. 
Therefocedidst thou^ through that heart-shaking scene, 
As through a triumph move ; and cast aside 
Thine own sweet thoughtfiikiess for yictorjr's miei^ 
O faithful sister ! cheering thus the guide. 
And friend, and brother of thy sainted youth. 
Whose hand had led thee to the source of truth, 
Where thy glad soul from earth was purified ; 
Nor wouldst thou, following him dirough all the past. 
That he should see thy step grow ta-emulous at last. 

XXXIX. 

For thou hadst made no deeper love a guest 
Midst thy young spirit's dreams, than that which grows 
Between tlie nurtured of t^e same fond breast, 
The sheltered of one roof; and thus it rose 
Twin'd in with life. — How is it> that the hours 
Of the same sport, the gathering early flowers 
Round the same tree, the sharing one repose. 
And mingling one first prayer in murmurs soft, 
From the heart s memory fade, in this world's breath, 
so oft? 
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XL. 

But thee that hreath had touched not ; thee, nor him, 
The tEue in all things found ! — and thou wert blest 
Ev'n then, that no remember'd change could dim 
The- perfect image of affection, press'd 
Like armour to thy bosom ! — thou hadst kept 
Watch by that brother's couch of pain, and wept. 
Thy sweet face covering with thy robe, when rest 
Fled from the sufferer ; thou hadst bound his faith 
Untothy soul;— one light, one hope ye chose — one death. 

XLI. 

So didst thou pass on brightly ! — ^but for her. 
Next in that path, how may her doom be spoken ! 
-—All-merciful ! to think that such things were. 
And are, and seen by men with hearts unbroken ! 
To think of that fair girl, whose path had been 
So strew'd with rose-leaves^ all one fairy scene ! 
And whose quick glance came ever as a token 
Of hope to drooping thought, and her glad voice 
As a free bird's in spring, that makes the woods rejoice ! 
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XLII. 

And she to die ! — she lov'd the laughing earth 
With such deep joy in its fresh leaves and flowers ! 
— Was not her smile even as the sudden hirth 
Of a youngyrainhow, colouring vernal showers ? 
Yes I hut to meet her fawn-like step, to hear 
The gushes of wild song, so silvery clear, 
Which, oft unconsciously, in happier hours 
Flow'd from her lips, was to forget the sway 
Of Time and Death helow, — ^hlight, shadow, dull decay! 

XLIII. 

Could this change be? — ^thehour, the scene, where last 
I saw that form, came floating o'er my mind : — 
A golden vintage-eve ; — ^the heats were passed, 
And, in the freshness of the fanning wind, 
Her father sat, where gleam'd the first faint star 
Through the lime-houghs ; and with her light g^tar,. 
She, on the greensward at his feet reclin'd. 
In his calm face laugh'd up ; some shepherd-lay 
Singing, as childhood sings on the lone hills at play. 
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XLIV- 

And now — oh God ! — ^the bitter fear of death, 
The sore amaze, the faint o'ershadowiiig dread, 
Had grasped her ! — ^panting in her quick-drawn breath, 
And in her white lips quivering ;—onward led, 
She look*d up with her dim bewilder'd eyes. 
And there smil'd out her own soft brilliant skies. 
Far in their sultry, southern azure spread. 
Glowing with joy, but silent ! — still they smil'd. 
Yet sent down no reprieve for earth's poor trembling 
child. 

XLV. 

Alas ! that earth had all too strong a hold. 
Too fast, sweet Inez I on thy heart, whose bloom 
Was given to early love, nor knew how cold 
The hours which follow. There was one, with whom, 
Young as thou wert, and gentle, and untried. 
Thou might*st, perchance, unshrinkingly have died ; 
But he was far away ; — and with thy doom 
Thus gathering, life grew so intensely dear. 
That all thy slight frame shook with its cold mortal fear ! 
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XLVI. 

No aid ! — thou too didst pass ! — and all had pass'd, 
The fearful — and the desperate — and the strong* I 
Some like the hark that rushes with the blast, 
Some like the leaf swept shiveringly along. 
And some as men, that have hut one more field 
To fight, and then may slumher on their shield, — 
Therefore they arm in hope. But now the throng 
RoU'd on, and bore me with their living tide, 
Ev n as a bark wherein is left no power to guide. 

XLVII. 

Wave swept on wave. We reach'd a stately square 
Deck'd for the rites. An altar stood on high, 
And gorgeous, in the midst : a place for prayer. 
And praise, and ofiPering. Could the earth supply 
No fruits, no flowers for sacrifice, of all 
Which on her sunny lap imheeded fall ? 
No fair young firstling of the flock to die, 
As when before their God the Patriarchs stood ? — 
Look down ! man brings thee, Heaven 1 his brother ^^ 
gutless blood I 



THE FOREST SANCTUARY. 27 

XLVIII. 

Hear its voice, hear ! — a cry goes up to thee, 
From the staia'd sod; make thou thy judgment known 
On him, the shedder ! — ^let his portion be 
The fear that walks at midnig^ht — give the moan 
In the wind haunting him a power to say 
" Where is thy brother ?** — and the stars a ray 
To search and shake his spirit, when alone. 
With the dread splendour of their burning eyes ! — 
So shall earth own thy will — ^mercy, not sacrifice ! 

XLIX. 

Sounds of triumphant praise ! — ^the mass was sung — 
Voices that die not might have pour'd such strains ! 
Thro' Salem's towers might that proud chant have rung 
When the Most High, on Syria's palmy plains. 
Had quell'd her foes ! — so full it swept, a sea 
Of loud waves jubilant, and rolling free ! 
— Oft when the wind, as thro' resounding fanes, 
Hath fill'd the choral forests with its power, 
Some deep tone brings me back the music of that hour. 
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L. 

It died away ; — the incense-cloud was driven 
Before the hreeze — ^the words of doom were said ; 
And the sun faded mournfully from Heaven : 
— He faded mournfully ! and dimly red. 
Parting in clouds from those that looked their last, 
And sigh'd — " Farewell, thou sun !*' — Eve glow'd and 

pass'd — 
Night — ^midnight and the moon— came forth and shed 
Sleep, even as dew, on glen, wood, peopled spot — 
Save one — a place of death — and there men slumber'dnot 

LI. 

*Twas not within the city7 — ^but in sight 
Of the snow-crown'd sierras, freely sweeping, 
With many an eagle's eyrie on the height, 
And hunter's cabin, by the torrent peeping 
Far off : and vales between, and vineyards lay. 
With sound and gleam of waters on their way, 
And chestnut woods, that girt the happy sleeping 
In many a peasant-home ! — ^the midnight sky 
Brought sofUy that rich world round those who came 
to die. 
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LII. 

The darkly-glorioas midnight sky of Spain, 
Burning with stars ! — What had the torches' ghire 
To do beneath that Temple, and profane 
Its holy radiance ? — ^By their wavering flare, 
I saw beside the pyres — I see thee now^ 
O bright Theresa ! with thy lifted brow, 
And thy clasp'd hands, and dark eyes fill'dwith prayer ! 
And thee, sad Inez ! bowing thy fair head, 
And mantling up thy face, all colourless with dread ! 

LIII. 

And Alvar, Alvar ! — I beheld thee too, 
Pale, steadfast, kingly ; till thy clear glance fell 
On that young sister ; then perturVd it grew, 
And all thy labouring bosom seem'd to swell 
With painful tenderness. Why came I there, 
That troubled image of my friend to bear 
Thence, for my after-years ? — a thing to dwell 
In my heart's core, and on the darkness rise. 
Disquieting my dreams with its bright mournful eyes ? 
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LIV. 

Why came I ? oh I the heart's deep mystery! — Why 
In man's last hour doth vain affection's gaze 
Fix itself down on struggling agony. 
To the dimm'd eye-balls freezing as they glaze ? 
It might be — yet the power to will seem'd o'er — 
That my soul yearn'd to hear his voice once more ! 
But mine was fetter'd ! — mute in strong amaze, 
I watch'd his features as the night-wind blew, 
And torch light orthemoon's pass'do'er theirmarble hue. 

LV. 

The trampling of a steed ! — a taU white steed, 
Rending his fiery way the crowds among — 
A storm's way through a forest— came at speed, 
And a wild voice cried " Inez !" Swift she flung 
The mantle from her face, and gaz'd around. 
With a faint shriek at that familiar sound ; 
And from his seat a breathless rider sprung, 
And dash'd off fiercely those who came to part. 
And msh'd to that pale girl, and dasp'd her to his heart 
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LVl. 

And for a iDoment all around gave way 
To that full burst of passion ! — on his breast. 
Like a bird panting yet from fear she lay, 
But blest — in misery's very lap — yet blest I — 
Oh love, love strong as death ! — ^from such an hour 
Pressing out joy by thine immortal power, 
Holy and fervent love ! had earth but rest 
For thee and thine, this world were all too fair ! 
How could we thence be wean'd to die without despair ? 

LVII. 

But she — as falls a willow from the storm, 
0*er its own river streaming — ^thus reclined 
On the youth's bosom hung her fragile form. 
And clasping arms, so passionately twin*d 
Around his neck — ^with such a trusting fold, 
A full deep sense of safety in their hold. 
As if nought earthly might th' embrace unbind ! 
Alas ! a child's fond faith, believiDg still 
Its mother's breast beyond the lightning's reach to kill ! 
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LVIII. 

Brief rest ! upon the turning billow's height, 
A strange, sweet moment of some heavenly strain, 
Floating between the savage gusts of night, 
That sweep the seas to foam ! Soon dark again 
The hour — the scene — ^th* intensely present, rush'd 
Back on her spirit, and her large tears gush'd 
Like blood-drops from a victim ; with swift rain 
Bathing the bosom where she leaned that hour. 
As if her life would melt into th' o'erswelling shower. 

LIX. 

But he, whose arm sustained her ! — oh I I knew 
*Twas vain, — ^and yet he hop'd ! — he fondly strove 
Back from her faith her sinking soul to woo, 
As life might yet be hers ! — A dream of love 
Which could not look upon so fair a thing. 
Remembering how like hope, like joy, like spring. 
Her smile was wont to glance, her step to move. 
And deem that men indeed, in very truth, 
Could mean the sting of death for her soft flowering 
youth ! 
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LX. 

He woo'd her back to life. — <' Sweet Inez, live ! 
My blessed Inez ! — visions have beguil'd 
Thy heart — abjore them ! — ^thou wert form'd to give, 
And to find, joy ; and hath not sunshine smil'd 
Around thee ever ? Leave me not, mine own ! 
Or earth will grow too dark ! — for thee alone, 
Thee have I lov*d, thou gentlest ! from a child, 
And borne thine image with me o'er the sea, 
Thysoft voice inmy soul — speak! — OhI yet live for me!*' 

LXI. 

She look*d up wildly ; these were anxious eyes 
Waiting that look — sad eyes of troubled thought, 
Alvar's — Theresa's ! — Did her childhood rise. 
With all its pure and home-affections fraught. 
In the brief glance? — She clasp'd her hands — ^the strife 
Of love, faith, fear, and that vain dream of life. 
Within her woman's breast so deeply wrought. 
It seem'd as if a reed so slight and weak 
Musty in the rending storm not quiver only — ^break I 

b2 
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LXII. 

And thus it was — the young cheek flusli'd and£Aded, 

As the swift blood in currents came and went, 

And hues of death the marble brow o'ershaded^ 

And the sunk eye a watery lustre sent 

Thro' its white fluttering lids. Then tremblings pass'd 

O'er the frail form, that shook it, as the blast 

Shakes the sere leaf, until the spirit rent 

Its way to peace — ^the fearful way unknown — 

Pale in love's arms she lay-^A^Z-what had lov'd was gone! 

Lxni. 
Joy for thee, trembler ! — ^thou redeemed one, joy ! 
Young dove set free I — earth, ashes, soulless day, 
Remained for baffled vengeance to destroy ; 
— Thy chain was riven ! — ^nor hadst thou cast away 
Thy hope in thy last hour ! — ^though love was there 
Striving to wring thy troubled soul from prayer. 
And life seem'd robed in beautiful array. 
Too &ir to leave I — ^but this might be forgiven. 

Thou wert so richly crown'd with precious gifts of 
Heaven ! 
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LXIV. 

But WO for him who felt the heart grow still. 
Which, with its weight of agony, had lain 
Breaking on his ! — Scarce could the mortal chill 
Of the hush'd bosom, ne'er to heave again, 
And all the silence curdling round the eye, 
Bring home the stern belief that she could die. 
That she indeed could die ! — ^for wild and vain 
As hope might be — ^his soul had hoped — 'twas o'er — 
Slowly his failing arms dropp'd from the form they bore. 

LXV. 

They forc'd him from that spot. — It might be well. 
That the fierce, reckless words by anguish wrung 
From his torn breast, all aimless as they fell. 
Like spray-drops from the strife of torrents flung. 
Were mark'd as g^t.-There are, who note these things 
Against the smitten heart ; its breaking strings 
— On whose low thnlls once gentle music hung — 
With a rude hand of touch unholy trying, 
And numbering then as crimes, the deep, strange tones 
replying. 
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LXVI. 

But ye in solemn joy, O faithful pair ! 
Stood gazing on your parted sister's dust ; 
I saw your features by the torch's glare, 
And they were brightening with a heavenward trust! 
I saw the doubt, the anguish, the dismay, 
Melt from my Alvars glorious mien away; 
And peace was there — the calmness of the just ! 
And, bending down the slumberer s brow to kiss, 
"Thy rest is won," he said; "sweet sister! praise for this!" 

LXVII. 

I started as from sleep ; — ^yes ! he had spoken — 
A breeze had troubled memory's hidden source ! . 
At once the torpor of my soul was broken — 
Thought, feeling, passion, woke in tenfold force. 
— There are soft breathings in the southern wind, 
That so your ice-chains, O ye streams ! unbind. 
And free the foaming swiftness of your course ! 
— I burst from those that held me back, and fell 
Ev'n on his neck, and cried — " Friend ! brother ! fare 
thee well !" 
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LXVIII. 

Did he not say " Farewell ?" — ^Alas ! no breath 
Came to mine ear. Hoarse murmurs from the throng 
Told that the mysteries in the face of death 
Had from their eager sight been veiled too long. 
And we were parted as the surge might part 
Those that would die together, true of heart. 
— His hour was come — ^but in mine anguish strong. 
Like a fierce swimmer through the midnight sea, 
Blindly I rush'd away from that which was to be. 

liXIX. 

Away — away I rush'd ; — ^but swift and high 
The arrowy pillars of the firelight grew, 
Till the transparent darkness of the sky 
Flush'd to a blood-red mantle in their hue ; 
And, phantom-like, the kindling city seem'd 
To spread, float, wave, as on the wind they streamed. 
With their wild splendour chasing me ! — I knew 
The death-work was begun — I veiFd mine eyes. 
Yet stopp'd in spell-bound fear to catch the victims' 
cries. 
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LXX. 

Wliat heard I then ? — a ringing shriek of pain, 
Snch as for ever haunts the tortur'd ear? 
— I heard a sweet and aolemn-breathiug strain 
Piercing the flames, untremulous and ulear ! 
— The rich, triumphal tones ! — I knew them well. 
As they came floating with a breezy swell ! 
Man's Toice was there — a clarion voice to cheer 
In the mid-battle — ay, to turn the flying — 
Woman's — that might have sung of Heaven beside the 
dying r 

It was a fearful, yet a glorious thing-, 
To hear that hymn of martyrdom, and know 
That its glad stream of melody could spring 
Up from th' unsounded gulfs of human wo ! 
Alvar ! Theresa ! — what is deep ? what strong ? 
— God's breath within the soul ! — It fill'd that song 
From your victorious voices ! — but the glow 
On the hot air and lurid skies increas'd — 
Faint grew the sounds — more faint — I listen'd — they 
had ceas'd ! 
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LXXII. 

And thou indeed hadst perish'd, my sonl's friend ! 
I might form other ties — ^but thou alone 
Conldst with a glance the veil of dinmess rend, 
By other years o*er boyhood's memory thrown ! 
Others might aid me onward : — thou and I 
Had mingled the fresh thoughts that early die, 
Once flowering — ^never more ! — And thou wert gone ! 
Who could give back my youth, my spirit free, 
Or he in aught again what thou hadst been to me ? 

LXXIII. 

And yet I wept thee not, thou true and brave ! 
I could not weep ! — there gathered round thy name 
Too deep a passion ! — thou denied a grave ! 
Thou^ with the blight flung on thy soldier's fame ! 
Had I not known thy heart from childhood's time ? 
Thy heart of hearts ? — and couldstthou die for crime ? 
— No I had all earth decreed that death of shame, 
I would have set, against all earth's decree, 
Th' inalienable trust of my flrm soul in thee ! 
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LXXIV. 

There are swift hours in life — strong, rushing hoon^ 
That do the work of tempests in their might ! 
They shake down things that stood as rocks andtowe: 
Unto th' undoubting mind ; — ^they pour in light 
Where it but startles — ^like a burst of day 
For which the uprooting of an oak makes way ; — 
They sweep the colouring mists from off our sight, 
They touch with fire thought's graven page, the rolL 
Stamped with past years — and lo ! it shrivels as a scrdl - 

LXXV. 

And this was of such hours ! — ^the sudden flow 

* 
Of my soul's tide seem'd whelming me ; the glare 

Of the red flames, yet rocking to and fro,. 

Scorch'd up my heai*t with breathless thirst for air^ 

And solitude and freedom. It had been 

Well with me then, in some vast desert scene, 

To pour my voice out, for the winds to bear 

On with them, wildly questioning the sky, 

Fiercely th' untroubl'd stars, of man's dim destiny. 
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I.XXVI. 

I would liave call'd, adjuring the dark doud ; 

To the most ancient Heavens I would have said — 

** Speak to me ! show me truth !"& — ^through night aloud 

I would have 'cried to him, the newly dead, 

^ Come back I and shew me truth !" — My spirit seem'd 

Grasping for some free burst, its darkness teem'd 

. With such pent storms of thought I — again I fled — 
I fled, a refuge from man's face to gain. 

Scarce conscious when I paused, entering a lonely ^e. 

LXXVII. 

A mighty minster, dim, and proud, and vast ! 
Silence was round the sleepers whom its floor 
Shut in the g^ve ; a shadow of the past, 
A memory of the sainted steps that wore 
Brewhile its gorgeous pavement, seem'd to brood 
Like mist upon the stately solitude, 
A halo of sad fame to mantle o'er 
Its white sepulchral forms of mail-clad men. 
And all was hush'd as night in some deep Alpine glen. 
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LXXVIII. 

More hnsh'd, far more ! — for there the wind sweeps hy^ 
Or the woods tremble to the streams' loud play ! 
Here a strange echo made my very sigh 
Seem for the place too much a sound of day ! 
Too much my footstep broke the moonlight, fading* 
Yet arch through arch in one soft flow pervading ; 
And I stood stiU : — ^prayer, chant, had died away. 
Yet past me floated a funereal breath 
Of incense. — I stood still — as before God and death I 

LXXIX. 

For thick ye girt me round, ye long departed !^ 
Dust — imaged form — ^with cross, and shield, and cr^^^> 
It seem*d as if your ashes would have started, 
Had a wild voice burst forth above your rest ! 
Yet ne'er, perchance, did worshipper of yore 
Bear to your thrilling presence what / bore 
Of wrath — doubt — anguish — ^battling in the brea^^^ 
I could have pour'd out words, on that pale air. 
To make your proud tombs ring : — ^no, no I I could tiot 
there f 
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liXXX. 

Not midst those aisles, through which athoosand yeaiv 
Mvtdy as doads and reverently had swept ; 
Not by those shrines, which yet the trace of tears 
And kneeling votaries on their marble kept ! 
Ye were too mighty in your pomp of gloom 
And trophied age, O temple, altar, tomb I 
And you, ye dead ! — for in that faith ye slept, 
Whose weight had grown a mountain's on my heart, 
Which could not there be loos'd, — I tum'd me to depart. 

LXXXI. 

I tnm'd-what glimmered faintly on my sight. 
Faintly, yet brightening as a wreath of snow 
Seen through dissolving haze ? — The moon, the night, 
Had waned, and dawn pour'd in ; — grey, shadowy, 

slow. 
Yet day-spring still !-— a solemn hue it caught. 
Piercing the storied windows, darkly fraught 
With stoles and draperies of imperial glow ; 
And soft, and sad, that colouring gleam was thrown, 
Where, pale, a pictured form above the altar shone. 



L 



44 THE FOREST SANCTUART. 

7^^ form, Thoa Son of God ! — a wrathful deep, 
With foam, and cloud, and tempestroundThee spread, 

Aod BHch a weight of night ! — a night, when sleep 
From the fierce rocking of the hillows fled. 
A bark show'd dim beyond Thee, with its mast 
Bow'd, and its rent sail shivering to the blast ; 
But, like a spirit in thy gliding tread, 
Thou, as o'er glass, didst walk that stormy sea 
Through rnshing winds, which left a silent path for Thee. 

LXXXIIl. 

So still thy white rohes fell !— no breath of auf 
Within their long and slumb'rous folds had sway ! 
So still the wares of parted, shadowy hah' 
From thy clear brow flow'd droopingly away ! 
Dark were the Heavens above Thee, Saviour I^-dark 
The gulf:^, Deliverer! round the straining bark! 
But Thou ! — o'er all thine aspect and array 
Was ponr'd one stream of pale, hroad, silvery light- 
Thoa wert the single star of that all-shronding night ! 
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liXXXIY. 

Aid for one sinking ! — Thy lone brightness gleam'd 
On his wild face, just lifted o*er the wave, 
lyith its worn, fearful, human look, that seem'd 
To cry, through surge and blast — " I perish — save V 
Not to the winds — ^not vainly ! — Thou wert nigh. 
Thy hand was stretch'd to fainting agony, 
JSven in the portals of th' unquiet g^ve I 
O Thou that art the life I and yet didst bear 
Too much of mortal wo to -turn from mortal prayer ! 

LXXXV. 

But was it not a thing to rise on death, 
With its remember'd light, that face of thine. 
Redeemer ! dimm'd by this world's misty breath, 
Yet mournfully, mysteriously divine ? 
^•Oh ! that calm, sorrowful, prophetic eye. 
With its dark depths of grief, love, majesty ! 
And the pale glory of the brow ! — a shrine 
Where Power sat veil'd, yet shedding softly round 
What told that Thou couldst be but for a time nn- 
crown'd! 
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LXXXVI. 

And more than aU, the Heaven of that sad smile! 
The lip of mercy, our immortal trust I 
Did not that look, that very look, erewhile, 
Pour its o'ershado w'd beauty on the dust ? 
Wert Thou not such when earth's dark dond hmg 

o'er Thee ?— 
Surely thou wert !— my heart grew hush'd before Thee, 
Sinking with all its passions, as the gust 
Sank at thy voice, along its billowy way : — 
What had I there to do, but kneel, and weep, and pray? 

LXXXVI I. 

Amidst the stillness rose my spirits cry, 
Amidst the dead — " By that full cup of wo, 
Press'd from the fiiiitage of mortality, 
Saviour ! for Thee — ^give light ! that I may know 
If by thy will, in thine all-healing name, 
Men cast down human hearts to blighting shame. 
And early death — and say, if this be so, 
Where then is mercy ? — whither shall we flee. 
So unallied to hope, save by our hold on Thee ? 
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LXXXVIII. 

^Bat didst Thou not, the deep sea brightlj treading, 
Lift from despair that straggler with the wave ? 
And wert Thou not, sad tears, yet awful, shedding, 
Beheld, a weeper at a mortal's grave ? 
And is this weight of anguish, which they bind 
On life, this searing to the quick of mind. 
That but to God its own free path would crave, 
This crushing out of hope, and love, and youth, 
Thy will indeed ? — Give light ! that I may know the truth ! 

LXXXIX. 

<< For my sick soul is darkened unto death, 
With shadows from the suffering it hath seen ; 
The strong foundations of mine ancient faith 
Sink from beneath me — ^whereon shall I lean ? 
— Oh ! if from thy pure lips was wrung the sigh 
Of the dust's anguish ! if like man to die, 
— And earth round him shuts heavily — hath been 
Even to Thee bitter, aid me ! — ^guide me ! — turn 
My wild and wandering thoughts back from their star- 
less bourne !*' — 
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XC. 

And calm'd I rose : — ^bat how the whfle had risen 
Mom's orient snn, dissolving mist and shade ! 
— Could there indeed be wrong, or chain, or prisiHi, 
In the bright world such radiance might pervade? 
It filled the fane, it mantled the pale form 
Which rose before me through the pictured stonO) 
Even the grey tombs it kindled, and array'd 
With life ! — ^how hard to see thy race begun, 

And think man wakes to grief, wakening to thecy O Sun! 

xci. 
I sought my home again : — and thou, my child, 
There at thy play beneath yon ancient pine. 
With eyes, whose lightning laughter ^^ hath begnil'd 
A thousand pangs, thence flashing joy to mine ; 
Thou in thy mother's arms, a babe, didst meet 
My coming with young smiles, which yet, though sweet, 
Seem'd on my soul all mournfully to shine, 
And ask a happier heritage for thee, 

Than but in turn the blight of human hope to see. 
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XCII. 

Now sport, for thou art £ree,]the bright birds chasing 
Whose wings waft star-like gleams from tree to tree; 
Or with the fawn, thy swift wood-playmate racing, 
Sport on, my joyous child ! for thou art free ! 
Yes, on that day I took thee to my heart. 
And inly vow'd, for thee a better part 
To choose ; that so thy sunny bursts of glee 
Should wake no more dim thoughts of far-seen wo. 
Bat, gladdening fearless eyes, flow on — as now they flow. 

XCIII. 

Thou hast a rich world round thee : — Mighty shades 
Weaving their gorgeous tracery o'er thy head. 
With the light melting through their high arcades. 
As through a pillared cloister's :^^ but the dead 
Sleep not beneath ; nor doth the sunbeam pass 
To marble shrines through rainbow-tinted glass ; 
Yet thou, by fount and forest-murmur led 
To worship, thou art blest ! — to thee is shown 
^h in her holy pomp, deck'd for her God alone. 
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PART SECOND. 



Wie diese treue liebe sede 

Von ihrem Glauben Vol], 

Der ganz allein 
Ihr aelig machend ist, sich heilig quale> 
Das sie den liebsten Mann verloren halten soD ! 

Fauit. 
I never shall smile more— but all my days 
Walk with still footsteps and with humble eyeiy 
An everlasting hymn within my souL 

WiLsoir. 



I. 

Bring me the sounding of the torrent-water. 
With yet a nearer swell — afresh breeze, awake !^ 
And river, darkening ne'er with hnes of slaughter 
Thy wave's pure silvery green, — and shining lake, 
Spread far before my cabin, with thy zone 
Of ancient woods, ye chainless things and lone ! 
Send voices through the forest ables, and make 
Glad music round me, that my soul may dare, 
Cheer'd by such tones, to look back on a dungeon's air ! 
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II. 

Ob> Indian hunter of the desert's race ! 
That with the spear at times, or bended bow. 
Dost cross my footsteps in thy fiery chase 
Of the swift elk or blue hill's flying roe ; 
Thou that beside the red night-fire thou heapest. 
Beneath the cedars and the star-light sleepest. 
Thou know'st not, wanderer — ^never may st thou know! 
Of the dark holds wherewith man cumbers earth, 

To shut from human eyes the dancing seasons' mirth. 

III. 
There, fetter'd down from day, to think the while 
How bright in Heaven the festal sun is glowing. 
Making earth's loneliest places, with his smile. 
Flush like the rose ; and how the streams are flowing 
With sudden sparkles through the shadowy grass. 
And water-flowers, all trembling as they pass ; 
And how the rich, dark summer-trees are bowing 
With their full foliage ; — this to know, and pine 

Bound unto midnight's heart, seems ' a stem lot^-'twas 
mine. 
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nr. 
Wherefore was this ?— Because my soul had drawn 

Light from the book whose words are graved in light! 

There, at its wellrhead, had I foond the dawn. 

And day, and noon of freedom :— hut too bright 

It shines on that which man to man hath given, 

And called the truth — ^the very truth, from Heaven ! 

And therefore seeks he, in his brother's sight, 

To cast the mote ; and therefore strives to bind 

With his strong chains to earth, what is not earth's — 

the mind! 

V. 

It is a weary and a bitter task 
Back from the lip the burning word to keep, 
And to shut out Heaven's air with falsehood's mask, 
And in the dark urn of the soul to heap 
Indignant flBeliugs — ^making even of thought 
A buried treasure, which may but be sought 
When shadows are abroad — and night — and sleep. 
I might not brook it long — and thus was thrown 
Into that grave-like cell, to wither there alone. 
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VI. 

And I, a child of danger, whose delights 
Were on dark hills and many-sounding seas — 
I, that amidst the Cordillera heights 
Had given Castilian hanners to the hreeze, 
And the full circle of the rainhow seen 
There, on the snows ;^^ and in my country been 
A mountain wanderer, from the Pyrenees 
To the M orena crags — how left I not 
Life, or the soul's life, quench'd, on that sepulchral spot? 

VII. 

Because Thou didst not leave me, oh, my God ! 
Thou wert with those that bore the truth of old 
Into the deserts from the oppressor's rod. 
And made the caverns of the rock their fold; 
And in the hidden chambers of the dead. 
Our guiding lamp with fire immortal fed; 
And met when stars met, by their beams to hold 
The free heart's communing with Thee, — and Thou 
Wert in the midst, felt, own'd — the strengthener then 
as now ! 
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VIII. 

Yet once I sank. Alas ! man's wayering mind ! 
Wherefore and whence the gusts that o'er it blow ? 
How they bear with them, floating uncombin'd 
The shadows of the past, that come and go, 
As o'er the deep the old long-buried things. 
Which a storm's working to the surface brings ! 
Is the reed shaken, — and must we be so. 
With every wind ? — So, Father ! must we be. 
Till we can fix undimm'd our steadfast eyes on Thee. 

IX. 

Once my soul died within me. What had thrown 
That sickness o'er it ? — Even a passing thought 
Of a clear spring, whose side, with flowers o'ergrown, 
Fondly and oft my boyish steps had sought I 
Perchance the damp roofs water-drops, that fell 
Just then, low tinkling through my vaulted cell, 
Intensely heard amidst the stillness, caught 
Some tone from memory, of the music, welling 
Ever with that fresh rill, from its deep rocky dwelling. 
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Z. 

But so my spirit's fever'd longings wrought^ 
Wakening, it might be, to the faint, sad sound. 
That from the darkness of the walls they brought 
A lov'd scene round me, visibly around.^^ 
Yes ! kindling, spreading, brightening, hue by hne, 
Like stars from midnight, through the gloom it grew, 
That haunt of youth, hope, manhood ! — ^till the bound 
Of my shut cavern seem'd dissolv'd, and I 
Girt by the solemn hills and burning pomp of sky. 

XI. 

I look'd — and lo ! the clear, broad river flowing, 
Past the old Moorish ruin on the steep. 
The lone tower dark against a Heaven all glowing. 
Like seas of glass and fire ! — I saw the sweep 
Of glorious woods far down the mountain side, 
And their still shadows in the gleaming tide. 
And the red evening on its waves asleep; 
And midst the scene— oh ! more than all — there smil'd 
My child's fistir face, and hers, the mother of my child ! 
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xn. 
With their soft eyes of love and gladness rais'd 
Up to the flushing sky, as when we stood 
Last by that river, and in silence gaz'd 
On the rich world of sunset : — but a flood 
Of sudden tenderness my soul oppress'd. 
And I rush'd forward with a yearning breast, 
To dasp — alas I — a vision I — Wave and wood, 
And gentle fisuses, lifted in the light 
Of day's last hectic blush, all melted from my sight. 

XIII. 

Then darkness ! — oh ! th' unutterable gloom 
That seem'd as narrowing round me, making less 
And less my dungeon, when, with all its bloom, 
That bright dream vanished from my loneliness ! 
It floated off, the beautiful ! — ^yet lef); 
Such deep thirst in my soul, that thus bereft, 
I lay down, sick with passion's vain excess, 
And pray'd to die. — How oft would sorrow weep 
Her weariness to death, if he might come like sleep ! 

c2 
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XIV. 

Bat I was roused — and how ? — It is no tale 
Even midst thy shades, thou wilderness, to tell ! 
I would not have my hoy's young cheek made pale. 
Nor haunt his sunny rest with what hefel 
In that drear prison-house. His eye must grow 
More dark with thought, more earnest his fair hrow, 
More high his heart in youthful strength must swell; 
So shall it fitly hum when all is told : — 
Let childhood's radiant mist the free child yet infold ! 

XV. 

It is enough that through such heavy hours. 
As wring us hy our fellowship of clay, 
I liv'd, and undegraded. We have powers 
To snatch th' oppressor's bitter joy away ! 
Shall the wild Indian, for his savage fame. 
Laugh and expire, and shall not Truth's high name 
Bear up her martjrrs with all-conquering sway ? 
It is enough that Torture may he vain — 
I had seen Alvar die — ^the strife was won from Pain. 
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XVI. 

And faint not, heart of man ! though years wane slow I 
There have been those that firom the deepest caves, 
And cells of night, and fastnesses below 
The stormy dashing of the ocean- waves, 
Down, farther down than gold lies hid, have nurs'd 
A quenchless hope, and watdi*d their time, and burst 
On the bright day, like wakepers from the graves ! 
I was of such at last I — unchain'd I trod 
This green earth, taking back my freedom from my God ! 

XVII. 

That was an hour to send its fadeless trace 

« 
Down life's far-sweeping tide ! — A dim, wild night. 

Like sorrow, hung upon the soft moon's face. 

Yet how my heart leap*d in her blessed light ! 

The shepherd's light — the sailor's on the sea — • 

The hunter's homeward from the mountains free, 

Where its lone smile makes tremulously bright 

The thousand streams ! — I could but gaze through 

tears — 

Oh ! what a sight is Heaven, thus first beheld for years ! 
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XVIII, 

The rolling clouds ! — ^they have the whole blue space 
Above to sail in — all the dome of sky ! 
My soul shot with them in their breezy race 
O'er star and gloom ! — ^but I had yet to fly, 
As flies the hunted wolf. A secret spot 
And strange, I knew — ^the sunbeam knew it not;— 
Wildest of all the savage glens that lie 
In far sierras, hiding their deep springs, 
And travers'd but by storms, or sounding eagles' winp- 

XIX. 

Ay, and I met the storm there ! — I had gun'd 
The covert's heart with swift and stealthy tread : 
A moan went past me, and the dark trees rain'd 
Their autmun foliage rustling on my head ; 
A moan — a hollow gust — and there I stood 
Girt with majestic night, and ancient wood, 
And foaming water. — Thither might have fled 
The mountain Christian with his faith of yore, 
TVlien Afric's tambour shook the ringing western short 
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But through the hlack rayine the storm came sweUing, 
— ^Mighty thou art amidst the hills, thou hlast I 
In thy lone course the kingly cedars felling, 
Like plumes upon the path of battle cast ! — 
A rent oak thunder'd down beside my cave, 
Booming it msh'd, as booms a deep sea-wave ; 
A falcon soar'd ; a startled wild-deer pass'd ; 
A fEir-off bell toll'd faintly through the roar : — 
How my glad spirit swept forth with the winds once more ! 

XXI. 

And with the arrowy lightnings ! — ^for they flashed, 
Smiting the branches in their fitful play, - 
And brightly shivering where the torrents dash'd 
Up, even to crag and eagle's nest, their spray ! 
And there to stand amidst the pealing strife. 
The strong pines groaning with tempestuous life, 
And all the mountain-voices on their way, — 
"Was it not joy ? — 'twas joy in rushing might, 
After those years that wove but one long dead of night ! 
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XXII. 

There came a softer hour, a lovelier moon. 

And lit me to my home of youth again, 

Through the dim chestnut shade, where oft at nooD) 

By the fount's flashing burst, my head had lain 

In gentle sleep : but now I pass'd as one 

That may not pause where wood-streams whispering 

run. 
Or light sprays tremble to a bird's wild strain, 
Because th' avenger's voice is in the wind. 
The foe's quick, rustling step dose on the leaves behind. 

XXIII. 

My home of youth !— K)h ! if indeed to part 
With the soul's lov'd ones be a mournful things 
When we go forth in buoyancy of heart, 
And bearing all the glories of our spring 
For life to breathe on, — ^is it less to meet, 
When these are faded ? — who shall call it sweet ? 
— ^Even though love's mingling tears may haply bring 
Balm as they fall, too well their heavy showers 
Teach us how much is lost of all that once was ours i 
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XXIV. 

Not by the sunshine, with its golden glow, 
Nor the green earth, nor yet the laughing sky, 
Nor the faint flower-scents,^^ as they come and go 
In the soft air, like music wandering by ; 

« 

— Oh ! not by these, th' unfailing, are we taught 
How time and sorrow on our frames have wrought ; 
But by the saddened eye, the darkened brow 
Of kindred aspects, and the long dim gaze, 
Wldch tells us we are changed, — ^how changed from other 
days ! 

XXV. 

Before my father-— in my place of birth, 
I stood an alien. On the very floor 
Which oft had trembled to my boyish mirth, 

. The love that rear'd me, knew my face no more ! 
There hung the antique armour, helm and crest, 
Whose every stain woke childhood in my breast, 
There droop'd the banner, with the marks it bore 
Of Paynim spears ; and I, the worn in frame 

And heart, what there was I ?— another and the same ! 
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XXVI. 

Then bounded in a boy, with clear, dark eye- 
How should he know his father ? — ^when we parted, 
From the soft doud which mantles infancy, 
His soul, just wakening into wonder, darted 
Its first looks round. Him foUow'd one, the bride 
Of my young days, the wife how lov'd and tried I 
Her glance met mine — I could not speak — she started 
With a bewildered gaze ; — ^until there came 
Tears to my burning eyes, and from my lips her name. 

XXVII. 

She knew me then ! — I murmured " Leonor /" 
And her heart answer'd ! — oh ! the voice is known 
First irovcL all else, and swiftest to restore 
Love's buried images, with one low tone 
That strikes like lightning, when the cheek is faded, 
And the brow heavily with thought o'ershaded, 
And all the brightness from the aspect gone ! 
— Upon my breast she sunk, when doubt was fled, 
Weeping as those may weep, that meet in wo and dread. 
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XXVUI. 

For there we mi^t not rest. Alas ! to lea^e 
Those natire towers, and know that they must fall 
By slow decay, and none remain to ^riere 
When the weeds duster'd on the lonely wall ! 
We were the last — ^my hoy and I — the last 
Of a long Ime whidi brightly thenee had pass'd ! 
My father hless'd me as I left his hall — 
With his deep tones and sweet, tho' ftill of yean^ 
He hless'd me there, and bath'd my childTs yomig head 
with tears. 



I had brought sorrow on his grey hairs down. 
And cast the darkness of my branded name 
(For so he deem'd it) on the clear renown, 
My Own ancestral heritage of &me. 
And yet he hless'd me ! — Father ! if the dust 
Lie on those lips benign, my spirit's trost 
Is to behold thee yet, where grief and shame 
Dim the bright day no more ; and thou wilt know 
That not thro' goilt thy son thus bow'd thine age with wo! 
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XXX. 

And thou, my Leonor ! that unrepining, 
If sad in soul, didst quit all else for me, 
When stars — the stars that earliest rise — are shining, 
How their soft glance unseals each thought of thee! 
For on our flight they smiFd ; their dewy rays, 
Thro' the last olives, lit thy tearful gaze 
Back to the home we never more might see ; 
So pass'd we on, like earth's first exiles, turning 
Fond looks where hung the sword ahove their Eden 
huming. 

XXXI. 

It was a wo to say, " Farewell, my Spain ! 
The sunny and the vintage land, farewell !'' 
— I could have died upon the hattle plain 
For thee, my country ! hut I might not dwell 
In thy sweet vales, at peace. — The voice of song 
Breathes, with the myrtle scent, thy hills along ; 
The citron's glow is caught from shade and dell ; 
But what are these ? — upon thy flowery sod 
I might not kneel, and pour my free thoughts out to Grod! 
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XXXII. 

O'er the blae deep I fled, the chainless deep !-^ 
Strange heart of man ! that ev'n midst wo swells high, 
When thro' the foam he sees his proud bark sweep, 
Flinging out joyous gleams to wave and sky ! 
Yes ! it swells high, whatever he leaves behind ; 
His spirit rises with the rising wind ; 
For, wedded to the far futurity, 
On, on, it bears him ever, and the main 
Seems rushing, like his hope, some happier shore to gain. 

XXXIII. 

Not thus is woman. Closely her still heart 
Doth twine itself with ev'n each lifeless thing. 
Which, long remember'd, seem'd to bear its part 
In her calm joys. For ever would she cling, 
- A brooding dove, to that sole spot of earth 
Where she hath loved, and given her children birth. 
And heard their first sweet voices. There may Spring 
Array no path, renew no flower, no leaf, 
But hath its breath of home, its claim to farewell grief. 
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XXXIV. 

I look'd on Leonor, — and if there seem'd 
A clond of more than pensiveness to rise 
In the faint smiles that o'er her features gleam'd. 
And the sofit darkness of her serious eyes, 
Misty with tender gloom, I call'd it nought 
But the fond exile's pang, a lingering thought 
Of her own vale, with all its melodies 
And living light of streams. Her soul would rest 
Beneath your shades, I said,howers of the gorgeous west! 

XXXV. 

Oh ! could we live in visions ! could we hold 
Delusion faster, longer, to our breast. 
When it shuts from us, with its mantle's fold. 
That which we see not, and are therefore Uest ! 
But they, our lov'd and loving, they to whom 
•We have spread out our souls in joy and gloom. 
Their looks and accents, unto ours address'd, 
Have been a language of familiar tone 
Too long to breathe, at last, dark sayings and unknown. 
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XXXVI. 

I told my heart, 'twas but the exile's wo 
Whidi press'd on that sweet bosom ; — I deceived 
My heart but half: — a whisper, faint and low, 
Haunting it ever, and at times beliey'd, 
Spoke of some deeper cause. How oft we seem 
Like those thatdream,and know the while they dream, 
Midst the soft falls of airy voices griev*d, 
And troubled, while bright phantoms round them play, 
By a dim sense that all will float and fade away ! 

X3CXVI1. 

Yet, as if chasing joy, I woo'd the breeze 

To speed me onward with the wings of ikiom. 

— Oh! far amidst the solitary seas. 

Which were not made for man, what man hath borne, 

Answering their moan with his! — what thou didst 

bear. 
My lost and loveliest ! while that secret care 
Grew terror, and thy gentle spirit, worn 
By its dnll brooding weight, gave way at last, 
Beholding me as one from hope for ever cast I 
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XXXVIII. 

For unto thee, as thro' all change, reveal'd 
Mine inward heing lay. In other eyes 
I had to how me yet, and make a shield, 
To fence my huming hosom, of disguise ; 
By the still hope sustained, ere long to win 
Some sanctuary, whose green retreats within, 
My thoughts unfettered to their source might rise, 
Like songs and scents of mom. — ^But thou didst look 
Thro' all my soul, and thine even unto fainting shook. 

XXXIX. 

Fallen, fallen, I seem'd — yet, oh ! not less beloVd, 
Tho* from thy love was pluck*d the early pride. 
And harshly, by a gloomy faith reproved. 
And sear'd with shame ! — ^tho' each young flower had 

died. 
There was the root, — strong, living, not the less 
That all it yielded now was bitterness ; 
Yet still such love as quits not misery's side, 
Nor drops from guilt its ivy-like embrace. 
Nor turns away from death's its pale heroic &ce. 
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XL. 

Yes ! thon hadst followed me thro' fear and flight ; 
Thou wonldst hare followed had my pathway led 
Eyen to the scaffold ; had the flashing light 
Of the rais'd axe made strong men shrink with dreae 
Thou, midst the hush of thousands, wouldst have been 
With thy dasp'd hands beside me kneeling seen, 
And meekly bowing to the shame thy head — 
The shame !— oh ! making beautiful to view 
The might of himian love — ^fair thing ! so bravely true ! 

XLI. 

There was thine agony — to love so well 
Where fear made love life's chastener^ — Heretofore 
Whate'er of earth's disquiet round thee fell, 
Thy soul, o'erpassing its dim bounds, could soar 
Away to sunshine, and thy dear eye speak 
Most of the skies when grief most touch'd thy cheek. 
Now, that &r brightness faded ! never more 
Couldst thou lift heavenwards for its hope thy heart, 
Since at Heaven's gate it seem'd that thou and Imustpart. 
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XLU. 

Alas ! and life hath moments when a glance — 
(If thought to sudden watchfulness he stirr'd,) 
A flush — a fading of the cheek perchance, 
A word — ^less, less — ^the cadence of a word. 
Lets in our gaze the mind's dim veil heneath, 
Thence to hring haply knowledge fraught with death! 
— Even thus, what never from thy lip was heard 
Broke on my soul. — I knew that in thy sight 
I stood — ^howe'er belov'd — a recreant from the light! 

XLIU. 

Thy sad, sweet hymn, at eve, the seas along, — 
Oh ! the deep soul it hreath*d ! — ^the love, the wo, 
The fervour, pour'd in that full gush of song. 
As it went floating through the £ery glow 
Of the rich sunset I--<hringing thoughts of Spain, 
With all her vesper-voices, o*er the main. 
Which seem*d responsive in its murmuring flow. 
— " Ave sanctissima /'* — ^how oft that lay 
Hath melted from my heart the martyr-strength away 
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Are, sanctissima ! 
'Tis night-fall on the sea ; 

Ora pro nobis I 
Our souls rise to thee ! 



Watch us, while shadows lie 
O'er the dim water spread ; 

Hear the heart's lonely sigh, — 
TTiiney too, hath bled ! 

Thou that hast look'd on death, 
Aid us when death is near ! 

Whisper of Heaven to faith ; 
Sweet Mother, hear I 

Ora pro nobis I 
The wave must rock our sleep, 

Ora, Mater, oral 
Thou star of the deep I 
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XUV- 

" Ora pro nobisr, Mater/*' — WbsA a speti 
Was in those notes, with day's last glory dying 
On the flushed waters I — seem'd they Bot to swell 
From the far dust, wherein my sires were lying 
With crucifix and sword ? — Oh ! yet how dear 
Comes their reproachful sweetness to mine ear I 
" Ora f" — with all the purple waves replying, 
All my youth's yisions rising in the istrain — 
And I had thought it much to hear the rack and chain ! 

XLV. 

Torture I-r-the sorrow of affection's ^ye^ 
Fixing its meekness on the spirit's core. 
Deeper, and teaching more of agony, 
May pierce than many swords ! — and this I bore 
With a mute pang. Since I had yainly striven 
From its free spring to pour the truth of Heaven 
Into thy trembling soul, my Jieonor I 
Silence rose up where, hearts no hope could share : — 
Alas I for those that love, and may not blend in prayer ! 
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XLVI. 

We could MOt pray together midst the deep, 
Which, like a floor of sapphire, round us ky. 
Through days {^splendour, nights too hright for deep, 
Soft, solemn, holy ! — We were on onr way 
Unto- the siighty Cordillera-land, 
With men whom tales of that world's golden strand 
Had kir'd to leave their vines. — Oh ! who shall say 
What thoughts rose in us, when the tropic sky 
Toudi'd aM its molten seas with sunset's alchemy ? 

XLVIU 

Thoughts no more mingled ! — Then came night— 4h' 

intense 
Dark blue— -the burning stars ! — I saw thee shine 
Once more, in thy serene magnificence, 

Southern Cross I^^ as when thy ra^nt sign • 
First drew my gaze of youth. — No, not as then ; 

1 had been stricken by the darts of men 

Since those fresh days ; and now thy light divine 
liook'd on mine anguish, while within me strove 
The sdll small voice against the might of suffering love. 
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XLVIII. 

But thou, the clear, the glorious ! thou wert pouring 
Brilliance and joy upon the crystal wave, 
While she that met thy ray with eyes adoring, 
Stood in the lengthening shadow of the grave ! 
— Alas ! I watch'd her dark religious glance. 
As it still sought thee through the Heaven's expanse. 
Bright Cross ! — and knew not that I watch'd what gave 
But passing lustre — shrouded soon to he — 
A soft light found no more — ^no more on earth or sea ! 

XLIX. 

I knew not all — ^yet something of unrest 
Sat. on my heart. Wake, ocean-wind I I said ; 
Waft us to land, in leafy freshness drest. 
Where through rich clouds of foliage o'er her head, 
Sweet day may steal, and rills unseen go hy, 
Like singing voices, and the green earth lie 
Starry with flowers, heneath her graceful tread I 
— But the calm hound us midst the glassy mtun; 
Ne'er was her step to bend earth's living flowers again. 
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L. 

Yes ! as if Hearen upon the wares were sleeping, 
Vexing my sonl with quiet, there they lay, 
All moTeless, through their hlue transparence keeping 
The shadows of our sails, from day to day ; 
While she — oh! strongest is the strong heart's wo»- 
And yet I live I I feel the sunshine's glow — 
And I am he that look'd, and saw decay 
Steal o'er the fair of earth, th' ador'd too much !-^— 
It is a fearful thing to love what death may touch. 

LI. 

A fearful thing that love and death may dwell 
In the same world I — She faded on — and I — 
Blind to the last, there needed death to tell 
My trusting soul that she couid fade to die ! 
Yet, ere she parted, I had mark'd a change,— • 
But it hreath'd hope—- 'twas heautiful, though strange : 
Something of gladness in the melody 
Of her low voice, and in her words a flight 
Of airy thought — alas ! too perilously bright ! 
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LII. 

And a dear sparkle in her glance, yet wild. 
And quick, and eager, like the flashing gaze 
Of some all-wondering and awakening child. 
That first the glories of the earth aurveys. — 
How conld it thus deceive me ? — she had worn 
Around her, like the dewy mists of morn, 
A pensive tenderness through happiest days ; 
And a soft world of dreams had seem'd to lie 
StiU in her dark, and deep, and spiritual eye. 

And I could hope in that strange fire ! — she died^ 

She died, with all its lustre on her mien ! — 

The day was melting from the waters wide. 

And through its long bright honrs her thoughts had 

been. 
It fleem'd, with restless and unwonted yearning. 
To Spain's blue skies and dark sierras turning ; 
For her fond words were all of vintage-scene, 
And flowering myrtle, and sweet citron's breath: — 
Oh! with what vivid hues life comes back oft on death! 
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UT. 

And fitMn her lips the monntam-songs of old^ 
In wildy faint snatches, fitfully had sprung ; 
Songs of the orange bower, die Moorish hold. 
The ** Hio verde,*'^'^ on her soul that hong, 
And thence floVd fordu — Bat now the sun was low; 
And watching by my side its last red glow. 
That ever stiDs the heart, <nice more she sung 
Her own soft '^ Ora, Mater /"*-^-aad the soond 
Was eveft like love's £EU^ewett — so moUmfidly profound. 

LV. 

The boy had dropped to slnmber at our feet p^ 
<' And I hav^ lull'd him to his smiling rest 
Once more !" she said : — ^t rais'd him — ^it was sweet, 
Yet sad, to see the perfect calm whidi Uess'd 
His look dial hour ;^-for now her roioe grew weak ; 
And on the flowery crimson of lus cheek, 
With her white lips a long, long kiss she press'd, 
Yet %ht, to wake him not«— Then sank her head 
A|;lniiSI my bursting hettrts-^What did I clasp ?-^*4b^ 
dead I 
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liVI. 

I caird — ^to call what answers not our cries^ 
By that we lov'd to stand unseen, unheard. 
With the loud passion of our tears and sighs 
To see hut some cold glistering ringlet stirr'd, 
And in the quench'd eye's fixedness to gaze, 
All vainly searching for the parted rays ; 
This is what waits us! — Dead! — with that chill word 
To link our hosom-names ! — For this we pour 
Our souls upon the dust — ^nor tremhle to adore ! 

LVII. 

But the true parting came ! — I look'd my last 
On the sad heauty of that slumhering face ; 
How could I think the lovely spirit pass'd, 
Which there had left so tenderly its trace? 
Yet a dim awfulness was on the hrow— 
No ! not like sleep to look upon art Thou, 
Death, Death! — She lay, a thing for earth's embrace, 
To cover with spring-wreaths. For earth's ?— the wave 
That gives the bier no flowers — makes moan above her 
grave ! 
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Lvni» 
On the mid-seas a knell ! — for man was there, 
Anguish and lore — ^the monmer with his dead I 
A long, low-rolling knell — a voice of prayer- 
Dark glassy waters, like a desert spread, — 
And the pale-shining Southern Cross on high. 
Its £unt stars fading from a solemn sky, 
Where mighty clouds hefore the dawn grew red :— « 
Were these things round me ? Such o'er memory sweep 
Wildly when aught hrings back that burial of the deep. 

LIX. 

Then the broad, lonely sunrise ! — and the plash 

Into the sounding waves !^^ — around her head 

They parted, with a glancing moment's flash, 

Then shut — and all was stiU. And now thy bed 

Is of their secrets, gentlest Leonor ! 

Once fairest of young brides I — and never more, 

Lov'd as thou wert, may human tear be shed 

Above thy rest ! — No mark the proud seas keep, 

' To show where he that wept may pause again to weep. 

1)2 
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LX. 

So the depths took l^ee !^«Oh I die snUen sense 
Of desolation in that hour compress'd ! 
Dust going down, a speck^ amidst th' immeme 
And gleoniy waters, leaving on their breast 
The trace a weed might leave there !— Ihist !*^the thing 
Which to the heart was as a living spring 
Of joy, with fearfuhtess of love possess'd^ 
Thus sinking I — Love, joy, fear, all crushed to this— 
And the wide Heaven so faiv-HSO feithomless th' abysi ! 

LXI. 

Where the line sounds not, where the wrecks lie k^w. 
What shall wake thence the dead?-Blest, blest arethey 
That earth to earth intrust ; for they may know 
And. tend the dwelling whence the slumb«:«r's day 
Shall rise at last; and bid the young flowers bloom, 
That waft a breath of hope around the tomb; 
And kneel upon the dewy turf to pray I 
But thou, what cave hath dimly dhamber'd thee f 
Vain dreams !-oh! art thou not where th^re is no more 
sea?J» 
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LXU, 

The wind rose &ee and singing :— -when for ever^ 
O'er that sole spot of all the watery plain, 
I conld have bent my sight with fond endeavour 
Down, where its treasure Was, its glance to strain ; 
Then rose the reckless wilid I-*«-Before our prow 
The white foam fladi'd^-ayi joyously — and thou 
Wert left with all the solitary main 
Around thee— and Ay beaaty in my heart, 
And thy meek sorrowing loye— oh ! where conld that 
depart? 

LXIU. 

I win not speak of wo ; I may not tell— « 
Friend tells not sudi to£riend-the thoughts which rent 
My fainting spirit, when its wild farewell 
Aeross the Ullows to thy grave was sent, 
Thou, there most lonely ! — He that sits above. 
In his calm glory, will forgive the love 
His creatures bear each other, ev'n if blent 
With a vain worship ; for its dose is din^ 
Ever with grief, which leads the wrung soul back to Him! 
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LXIV. 

AdcI with a milder pang if now I bear 

To think of thee in thy forsaken rest. 

If from my heart be lifted the despair, 

The sharp remorse with healing inflaence press'd. 

If the soft eyes that visit me in sleep 

Look not reproach, thoi^h still they seem to weep; 

It is that He my sacrifice hath bless'd, 

And fill'd my bosom, through its inmost cell, 

With a deep chastening sense that all at last is well 

LXV. 

Yes I thou art now — Oh! wherefore doth the thought 
Of the wave dashing o'er thy long bright hair, 
The sea-weed into its dark tresses wrought, 
The sand thy piUow — thou that wert so fair ! 
Come o'er me still ? — Earth, earth ! — it is the hold 

Earth ever keeps on that of earthly mould I 

But thou art breathing now in purer air, 

I well believe, and freed from all of error. 

Which blighted here the root of thy sweet life with 
terror. 
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LXVI. 

And if the lore, which here was passing light, 
Went with what died not — Oh ! that this we knew, 
But this I — ^that through the silence of the night, 
Some Toice, of all the lost ones and the true, 
Would speak, and say, if in their far repose, 
We are yet aught of what we were to those 
We call the dead ! — ^their passionate adieu. 
Was it but breath, to perish ? — Holier trust 
Be mine ! — ^thy love is there, but purified from dust ! 

LXVII. 

A thing all heavenly !— cleared £rom that which hung 
As a dim cloud between us, heart and mind ! 
Loos'd from the fear, the grief, whose tendrils flung 
A chain, so darkly with its growth entwin'd. 
This is my hope ! — though when the sunset fades. 
When forests rock the midnight on their shades, 
When tones of wail are in the rising wind. 
Across my spirit some faint doubt may sigh ; 
For the strong hours will sway this frail mortality ! 
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LXVUI. 

We have been wanderers since those days of wo, 
Tliy boy and I ! — As wild birds tend their yoctng, 
So have I tended him — ^my bounding roe ! 
The high Peruvian solitudes among; 
And o'er the Andes' torrents borne his form. 
Where our fndl bridge hath quiver'd midst the storm.^ 
—But there the war-notes of my country rung^ 
And, smitten deep of Heaven and man^ I fled 
To hide in shades unpierc'd a mark'd and weary head. 

liXIX. 

Bat he went on in gladness— that fair child ! 
Save when at times his bright eye seem'd to dream, 
And his young lips, which then no longer smil'd, 
Ask'd of his mother ! — That was but a gleam 
Of Memory, fleeting fast ; and then his play 
Through the wide Llanos^^ cheer'd again our way, 
And by the mighty Oronoco stream, 
On whose lone margin we have heard at mom, 
From the mysterious rocks, the sunrise-music bome.^ 



So like B spirit's voice ! a harping tone. 

Lovely, yetominons to mortal ear, 

Such as tnig'ht reach ug from a world unknown, 

t Troubling man's heart with thrills of joy and fear ! 
Twai sweet I — yet those deep southern shades op- 
press'd 
My soul with stillness, like the calms that rest 
On melancholy waves :^^ I sigh'd to hear 
Once more earth's breezy sounds, her foliage &nn'd. 
And tum'd to seek the wilds of the red hunter's land. 

1 LKXI. 

I And we have won a bower of refuge now, 

1 In this fresh waste, the breath of whose repose 

F Hath cool'd, like dew, the fever of my brow, 

r And whose green oaks and cedars round me close , 

r As temple-walls and pillars, that exclude 

r Earth's haunted dreams from tlieir free solitude ; 

I All, save the image and the thought of those 

Before ns gone ; our lov'd of early years, 
Gone where affection's cup hatii lost the taste of tears. 
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LXXII. 

I see a star—- eve's first-born I — ^in whose train 
Past scenes, words, looks, come back. The arrowy 

spire 
Of the lone cypress, as of wood-girt fane. 
Rests dark and still amidst a heaven of fire ; 
The pine gives forth its odours, and the lake 
Gleams like one ruby, and the.sofb winds wake, 
Till every string of nature's solemn lyre 
Is touch'd to answer ; its most secret tone 
Drawn from each tree, for each hath whispers all its own. 

LXXIII. 

And hark ! another murmur on the air, 
Not of the hidden rills, or quivering shades ! — 
That is the cataract's, which the breezes bear, 
Faiing the leafy twilight of the glades 
With hollow surge-like sounds, as from the bed 
Of the blue, mournful seas, that keep the dead : 
But they are far ! — ^the low sun here pervades 
Dim forest-arches, bathing with red gold 
Their stems, till each is made a marvel to behold,-— 
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LXXIV. 

Gorgeous, yet full of gloom ! — In such an honr^ 

The vesper-melody of dying bells 

Wanders tHrough Spain, from each grey convent's 

tower 
0*er shining rivers pour'd^ and olive-deUs, 
By every peasant heard, and muleteer. 
And hamlet, round my home : — and I am here, 
Living again through all my life's farewells. 
In these vast woods, where farewell ne'er was spoken. 
And sole I lift to Heaven a sad heart — ^yet unbroken 1 

LXXV. 

In such an hour are told the hermit's beads ; 
With the white sail the seaman's hymn floats by : 
Peace be with all ! whate'er their varying creeds, 
With all that send up holy thoughts on high ! 
Come to me, boy I — ^by Guadalquivir's vines. 
By every stream of Spain, as day declines, 
Man's prayers are mingled in the rosy sky. 
— We, too, will pray ; nor yet imheard, my child ! 
Of Him whose voice we hear at eve amidst the wild. 
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LXXYI. 

At eve?-H>kI through aQ honn! — Frma daik 

dreams oft 
Awakening, I look forth, and learn the might 
Of solitade, while thon art breathing soUf 
And low, my lov'd one ! on the breast of night : 
I look forth on the stars — the shadowy sleep 
Of forests — and the lake^ whose gloomy deep 
Sends op red sparkles to the fire-flies' light. 
A lonely world !— ^v'n fearful to man's thon^t^ 
Bat for His presence felt» whom here my sonl halh 
sought. 



NOTES. 



Note If pi^ 4, line 14. 
jtnd rigluMf Ardngh ihtfiaOvery caM% jfti* 

Hie caneiy in tome parti of the American foretti) fonn a thick 
nndeigrowth for many hundred milei.— See Hodgaon'a Letterm 
from North America, yoL i. p. 248. 

Nole t, page 5, line 9. 

Sndi a die!! as W ot da w oith haa beantifiilly dcaerfted. 

'< I have leen 
A curiona child, who dwelt upon a tract 
Of inland gronnd, appljring to hia ear 
The convolutiona of a imooth-lipp*d shell; 
To which, in silence hushM, his very sonl 
Listen'd intendy, and hie countenance soon 
Brightened with joy ; for murmurings from withiA 
Were heard— aonoroua cadeneea 1 whereby, 
To his belief^ the monitor expressM 
Mysterious union with its native sea. 
*-Bven such a sheU the universe itself 
Is to the ear of Faxth."_2'Ae j^xcvrsiofi. 
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Note 3, page 8, line 10. 

I see an oak before me, 8f^ 

** I recollect bearing a traveller, of poetical tempenunent, ex- 
prening the kind of horror which he felt on beholding, on the 
banks of the Missouri, tm oak of prodigious size, which had been 
in a manner overpowered by an enormous wild-grape vine. The 
vine had clasped its huge folds round the trunk, and fircnn Aenoe 
had wound about every branch and twig, until the mighty tree 
had withered in its embrace. It seemed like Laocoon stmgglii^ 
ineffectually in the hideous coils of the monster Python.**^- 
BracArUlge HcUL Chapter on Forest Trees. 

Note 4, page 15, lines 10, 11, 12. 

ThouhaatperidCd 
More nohlyifar, my AharJ-^making known 
The might of trvtiu 

For a most interesting account oif the Spanish ProtestantSy and 
the heroic devotion with which they met the spirit of persecntioD 
in the sixteenth century, see the Quarterly Review, No. 57, art 
Quin's Visit to Spain. 

Note 5, page 18, lines 10, 11, 12. 

Ihok*don two, 
Following his footsteps to the same dread place. 
For the same gfalt~-his stsUrs!— 

« A priest, named Gonzalez, had, among other proselytes, 
gained over two young females, his sisters, to the protestant 
faith. All three were confined in the dungeons of the InquiaitiiHi. 
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The torture, repeatedly applied, could not draw from them the 
least evidence against their religious associates. Every artifice 
was employed to obtain a recantation from the two sisters, since 
die constancy and learning of Gonzalez precluded all hopes of a 
theological victory. Their answer, if not exactly logical, is won- 
derfully simple and affiscting. < We will die in the faith of our 
brodijer : he is too wise to be wrong, and too good to deceive us.* 
—The three stakes on which they died were near each other. 
The priest had been gagged till the moment of lighting up die 
wood. The few minutes that he was allowed to speak he em- 
ployed in comforting his sisters, with whom he sung the 109th 
Psalm, tiU the flames smothered their voices."— i&tdl 

Note 6, page 19, lines 8 and 9. 

And deem the name 
A hMndred chiefs had borne, cast down by you to ehame* 

The names, not only of the immediate victims of the Inquisi- 
tion, were devoted to infamy, but those of all their relations were 
branded with the same indelible stain, which was likewise to de- 
scend as an inheritance to their latest posterity. 

Note 7, page 28, lines 10 and 11. 

' Twos not within the city^^jui in sight 
OfiSve snow-crown*d sierras* 

The piles erected for these executions were without the towns, 
and the final scene of an Auto da Fe was sometimes, from the 
length of the preceding ceremonies, delayed till midnight 
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Note S, page 41, liilet 1, 2» & 

/ would have caWd, adjuring the dark doud : 
To the most ancient Heavens I would have said, 
« Speak tome! ehow me truth!** 

For one of the nuist powerful and imprasBive pietnree pprk«p» 
ever drawn, of a young mind struggling against habit aaci sn- 
pcntition in its first aspirations after tmihy see liie adminUe 
Letters firom Spain by Don Leucadio DoUado. 

Note 9, page 42, lines 10 and II. 

For thick ye girt me round, ye long departed ! 

Dust — imaged form — with cross, and shield, and crest. 

*' You walk from end to end over a floor of tombstones, inlaid 
in brass with the forms si the departed, mitres, and crosien^ and 
spears, and shields,, and hehnets, all ramgled toget her s H worn 
into glass-like smoothness by the feet and the knees of long- 
departed worshippers. Around, on every side, each in their 
separate chapel, sleep undisturbed from age to age the venerable 
ashes of Ae holiest or the loftiest diat of old came thither to 
worship— their images and their dying prayers sculptured amcHig 
the resting-places of their remains.*'— From a beautiful descrip- 
tion of ancient Spanish Cathedrals, in Peter's Letters to his 
Kinsfolk. 

Note 10^ page 48, lines 18 and 1^ 

With eyesy whose lightning laughter hath beguiFd 
A thousand pangs, 

« El lampeggiar de 1* angelico riso,"i~Petrarch. 
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Note 11, page 40, han 10, 11, 18, IS. 

Mighty shades 
Weaving their gorgeous tracery o^er thy heady 
With the light melting through their high arcades^ 
As through a pillared cloister* s. 

*^ Sometimes their diacoune was lield in the deep shades of 
mosB-grown foreitB, whose gloom and interlaced boughs first 
suggested that Gothic architecture, beneath whose pointed 
arches, where they had studied and prayed, the parti-coloured 
windows shed a tinged light ', scenes, which the gleams of sun- 
shine, penetrating the deep foliage, and flickering on the va- 
riegated turf below, might have recalled to their memory.**— 
Webster's Oration on the Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers in 
New England.— See Hodgson's IiCtters from No^ America, 
ToU iLp.S05« 



Note 12, page 51^ lines 1 and 2. 

Bring me the wounding of the torreni watery 
With yet a nearer sufell—freeh breezey mnoake! 

The varying scrandt ofwailer&]k are thus aSuded to man 
interesting woik of Mrs. Grant's. ^ On tiae opposite side the 
Tiew was bounded by steq^ hills, ooyered with lo%^ pines, froea 
whidi a waterfiJl descended, winch not only gave animation to 
the sylvan scene, but was the best barosoeter imi^inable ; f<Hre-> 
telling by its varied aihd intelligible sounds every approaching 
diange, not only of the weather but of tiie wind.**— Memoirs 
of an American Lady, voL i. p. MS. 
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. Note IS, page 54, lines 5 and 6. 

And the full circle of the rainbow seen 
There^ on the snowt. 

The circular rainbows, occasionally seen amongst the Andeiy 
are described by Ulloa* 



Note 14, page 56, lines 1, 2, S, 4. 

But so my spirits fever'* d longings wrought^ 
Wakening, it might be^ to ihefaint, sad sound^ 
Thatfrwn the darkness of the walls they brought 
A lov*d scene round me, visibly around. 

Many striking instances of the vividness with which the mind, 
when strongly excited, has been known to renovate past im- 
pressions, and embody them into visible imagery, are noticed and 
accounted for in Dr. Hibbert*8 Philosophy of Apparitions. The 
following illustrative passage is quoted in the same work, from 
the writings of the late Dr. Ferriar. '^ I remember tha^ about 
the age of fourteen, it was a source of great amusement to myself 
if I had been viewing any interesting object in the course of ^ 
day, such as a romantic luin, a fine seat, or a review of a body of 
troops, as soon as evening came on, if I had occasion to go intoa 
dark room, the whole scene was brought before my eyes with a 
brilliancy equal to what it had possessed in daylight, and re- 
mained visible for several minutes. I have no doubt that dismal 
and frightful images have been thus presented to young persons 
after scenes of domestic affliction or public horror.** 

The following passage from the <^ Alciizar of Seville," a tale, 
or historical sketch, by the author of Doblado's letters, aflfordsa 
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firthar iUostration of this nibject. « Whexiy «^^ffffndiiig fut 
into the vale of yean, I strongly fix my mind's cys on those 
narrow, shady, silent streets, where I breathed tha scented air 
vdiidi came rustling ihroi^h the surrounding groves; where 
die footetepe re-echoed from the dean watered porches of the 
hoDsesy and where every object spoke of quiet and contentment ; 

• ••• the objects around me begin to fade into a 

mere delusion, and not only the thoughts, but tha external 
sensations, which I then experience, rerive with a reality that 
ahnost makes me shuddowit has so mneh the diaraeter of a 
timnoe or viaion." 

Kote 15, p. 63, lines S and 4. 

Nor the faint flov3er-8centSy as they come and go 
In the soft air, like musio wandering hy. 

*' For because the breath of flowers is &rre sweeter in ^tt 
aire (where it comes and goes like the warbling of musick) 
than in the hand, therefore nothing is more fit for that de- 
light than to know what be the flowers and plants which doe 
best perfume the aire.*'— Xor<2 j9acon'« Essay on Gardens. 

Note 16, page 75, lines 11, 12, IS. 
/ saw thee shine 
Once more, in thy serene magnificence, 
O Southern Cross I 

*' The pleasure we felt on discovering the Southern Cross was 
warmly shared by such of the crew as had lived in the colonies. 
In the solitude of the seas, we hail a star as a friend from whom 

E 
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we have long been separated. Among the Portugnese and the 
Spaniards, peculiar motives seem to increase this feeling ; a reli- 
gious sentiment attaches them to a constellation, the form of 
which recalls the sign of the faith planted by their ancestors in 
the deserts of the New World. It has been ob- 
served at what hour of the night, in different seasons, the Gross 
of the South is erect or inclined. It is a lime-piece that ad- 
vances very regularly near four minutes a day, and no other 
group of stars exhibits to the naked eye an observation of time 
so easily made. How often have we heard our guides exclaim, 
in the savannahs of Venezuela, or in the desert extending fnnn 
Lima to Truxillo, <* Midnight is past, the Cross begins to bend !" 
How often these words reminded us of that affecting scene where 
Paul and Virginia, seated near the source of the river of Lataniers, 
conversed together for the last time ; and where the old man, at 
the sight of the Southern Cross, warns them that it is time to 
separate!** — De HtanbcUdtU Travels, 



Note 17, page 79, lines 3 and 4. 

Songs of the orange bower ^ the Moorish hold^ 
The " Rio verde." 

*< Rio verde, rio verde,'* the popular Spanish romance, known 
to the English reader in Percy's translation. 

** Gentle river, gentle river, 

Lo, thy streams are stain'd with gore ! 

Many a brave and noble captain 

Floats along thy willow*d shore,** &c. &c 
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Note 18, page SI, lines IQ and 11. 
Then the broad, lonely sunrise! — and the plash 
Into the sounding waves I — 

De Humboldt, in describing the burial of a young Asturian at 
sea, mentions the entreaty of the officiating priest, that the body, 
which had been brought upon deck during the night, might not 
be committed to the waves until after sunrise, in order to pay it 
the last rites according to the usage of the Romish church. 

Note 19, page 82, line kst 

Oh ! art thou not where there is no more sea 9 
*' And there was no more sea*'* — ^Rev. chap. xzi. v. 1. 

* 

Note 20, page 86, lines 5 and 6. 

And o'er the Andes torrents borne his form. 

Where our frail bridge hath quivered midst the storm. 

The bridges over many deep chasms amongst the Andes, are 
pendulous, and formed only of the fibres of equinoctial plants. 
Their tremulous motion has afforded a striking image to one of 
the stanzas in *' Gertrude of Wyoming.'* 

<^ Anon some wilder portraiture he draws, 

Of nature's savage glories he would speak ; 

The loneliness of earth, that overawes, 

Where, resting by the tomb of old Cacique, 

The lama-driver, on Peruvia's peak. 

Nor voice nor living motion marks around. 

But storks that to the boundless forest shriek. 

Or wild-cane arch, high flung o'er gulf profound. 

That fluctuates when the storms of £1 Dorado sound." 
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Note 21, page 86, Ihwi 14 and 15. 

And then his play 
Through the wide Llanos cheered again our wag. 

Uimotf or aayaimaliSy Hat gmt phisa in South Ameriea. 

Note 22, page 86, lines 16, 17, 18. 

And by the mighty Oronoco stream^ 

On whose lone margin we have heard at mom^ 

From the mysterious rocks, the sunrise music borne. 

De Humboldt apeaika of these rocks on the shores of the Oro- 
noco. Travellers have heard from time to time subterraneous 
sounds proceed from them at suniise, resembling those of an 
organ. He believes in the existence of this mysterious music, 
although not fortunate enough to^ have heard it himself; and 
thinks that it may be produced by currents of air issuing through 
the crevices. 

Note 29» page 87, lines 5, 6, and 7. 

Vet thoM deep southern shades oppms^d 
' My soul with stillness, like the calms that rest 
On melancholy waves. 

The same distingiiiaM traveUtr fnsfHimAj alluidai to the ex- 
treme stillness of tiie Air in the equatorial regions of the new 
continent, and particukoiy on the &iohIy wooded dioict of the 
Oronoco. « In tflus neighbourhMd,** he says, <' no breath of 
wind ever agitetes iSbs foUage." 



LAYS OF MANY LANDS 



AND 



OTHER POEMS. 



The following pieces may so far be considered a series^ as each 
is intended to be commemorative of some national recollection, 
p<qpnlar custom, or tradition* The idea was suggested by Her- 
der's " Stimmen der Volker in Liedem;'* the execution is, 
howerer, di£ferent, as the poems in his collection are chiefly 
translations* 

Most of those forming the present one have appeared, as 
well as the miscellaneous pieces attached to them, in the New 
Monthly Magazine. 
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MOORISH BRIDAL SONG. 



It is a custom among the M oorsi that a female who diet un- 
married is clothed for interment in wedding apparel> and the 
bridal song is sung over her remains before they are borne from 
ber home. — See the Narrative of a Ten Yean* Reeidenee in 
Tripoli^ hy the Htter-in^law of Mr. Tulfy. 



The citron groyes their £riiit and fk>wers were 

strewing 
Around a Moorish palace, while the sigh 
Of low sweet snmmer-winds, the branches wooing, 
With music through their shadowy bowers went by; 
Music and voices, £rom the marble halls. 
Through the leaves gleaming, and the fountain*fi|]}s. 

E 2 
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A song of joy, a bridal song came swelling, 
To blend with fragrance in those southern shades, 
And told of feasts within the stately dwelling, 
Bright lamps, and dancing steps, and gem-crowned 

maids ; 
And thus it flow'd ; — yet something in the lay 
Belonged to sadness, as it died away. 

<< The bride comes forth ! hertears no more are feJliiig 
To leave the chamber of her infant years ; 
Kind voices from a distant home are calling ; 
She comes like day-spring — she hath done with tears; 
Now must her dark eye shine on other flowers. 
Her soft smile gladden other hearts than ours ! — 

Pour the rich odours round ! 

" We haste ! the chosen and the lovely bringing ; 
Love still goes with her from her place of birth ; 
Deep, silent joy within her soul is springing. 
Though in her glance the light no more is mirth ! 
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Her beauty leaves us in its rosy years ; 
Her sisters weep — ^bat she hath done with tears ! — 

Now may the timbrel sound !" 

Know'st thou for whom they sang the bridal numbers ? 
— One, whose rich tresses were to wave no more ! 
One, whose pale cheek soft winds, nor gentle slumbers, 
Nor Love's oyni sigh, to rose-tints might restore ! 
Her graceful ringlets o'er a bier were spread. — 
iVeep for the young, the beautiful, — the dead ! 
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THE BIRD'S RELEASE. 



The Indiang of Bengal and of tiie Coast of Malabar faring 
filled with birds to the graves of their friends, over which they 
the birds at liberty. Tlus custom U alluded to in the description 
Virginia's fdneraL— ^iSw Pcad and Virgima. 



Go forth, for she is gone ! ' 
With the golden light of her wavy hair, 
She is gone to the fields of the viewless air ; 

She hath left her dwelling lone ! 

Her voice hath pass'd away ! 
It hath pass'd away like a summer breeze, 
When it leaves the hills for the far blue seas, 

Where we may not trace its way. 
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Go forihy and like her be free I 
With thy radant wing, and thy glancing eye, 
Thoa hast all the range of the simny sky, 

And what is our grief to thee ? 

Is it aoght eVn to her we monm ? 
Doth she look on the tears by her kindred died ? 
Dodi she rest with the flowers o'er her g^itle head. 

Or float on the light wind borne ? 

We know not — ^bnt, she is gone f 
Her step from the dance, her voice from the song. 
And the smile of her eye from the festal tibrong ;— 

She hath left her dwelling lone ! 

When the waves iat smiset shine. 
We may hear thy voice, amidst thousands more, 
In the scented woods of our glowing shore, 

But we shall not know 'tis thine ! 
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Ev*n 80 with the lov'd one flown I 
Her smile in the starlight may wander hy. 
Her hreath may he near in the wind's low sigh, 

Around ns — hnt all unknown. 

Go forth, we have loos'd thy chain ! 
We may deck thy cage with the richest flowers, 
MHiich the bright day rears in our eastern bowers^ 

But thou wilt not he lur'd again. 

Ev'n thus may the summer pour 
All fragrant things on the land's green breast, 
And the glorious earth like a bride be dress'd^ 

But it wins her back no more ! 
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THE SWORD OF THE TOMB. 

A NORTHERN LEGEND. 



The idea of this ballad is taken from a scene in <' Starkother,*' 
a tragedy by the Danish poet Ochlenschlager. The sepukhral 
fire here aHoded to, and supposed to guard the ashes of deceased 
heroes, is frequently mentioned in the Northern Sagas. Severe 
sufferings to the departed spirit were supposed by the Scandina- 
vian mythologists to be the consequence of any profanation of the 
sepulchre. — See Oehlentchlag€r*» Flays, 



* Voice of the gifted elder time ! 
Voice of the charm and the Riinic rhyme ! 
Speak I from the shades and the depths disclose, 
How Sigpord may vanquish his mortal foes ; 
Voice of the hnried past I 

*^ Voice of the grave ! 'tis the mighty hour, 

When Night with her stars and dreams hath power, 
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And my step hatH been soundless on the snows, 
And the spell I have sung hath laid repose 
On the billow and the blast." 



Then the torrents of the North, 

And the forest pines were still, 
"While a hollow chant came forth 

FnHU the dark sepolchral hill. 

<< There shines no sun 'midst the Udden dead, 
But where the day looks not the brave bm^ toead ; 
There is heard no song, and no mead is ponr'd, 
But the warrior may come to the silent hoard, ^ 
In the shadow ot the night. 

<< There is laid a sword in thy fiither's tomb, 
And its edge is fraught with thy foeman's doom ; 
But soft be thy step through the silence deep, 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep. 
For the viewless havo fearful mightT' 
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nien died the solemn lay. 
As a tniinpet's music dies. 
By the night-wind borne away 
Through the wild and stormy skiesi 

The fir-trees rock'd to the wailing blast, 
As on throngh the forest the warrior pasB'd,-^ 
Through the forest of Odin, the dim and old, 
The dark place of visions and legends, told 
By the fires of Northern pine. 

The fir-trees rock'd, and the frozen ground 
Gave back to his footstep a hollow sound ; 
And it seem'd that the depths of those awM shades, 
From the dreary gloom of their long arcades, 
Oave warning, with voice and sign. 

But liie wind strange magic knows. 
To call wild shape and tone 
From the grey wood's tossing boughs. 
When Night is on her throne. 
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The pines dos'd o'er him with deeper gloom, 
As he took the path to the monarch's tomb ; 
The Pole-star shone, and the heavens were bright 
With the arrowy streams of the Northern light, 
But his road through dimness lay I 

He pass'd, in the heart of that ancient wood, 
The dark shrine stain'd with the victim's blood ; 
Nor paus'd, till the rock where a vaulted bed 
Had been hewn of old for the kingly dead. 
Arose on his midnight way. 

Then first a moment's chill 
Went shuddering through his breast. 
And the steel-clad man stood still 
Before that place of rest. 

But he cross'd at length, with a deep-drawn breath, 
The threshold-floor of the hall of Death, 
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And look'd'on the pale mysterioiis fire 
Which gleam'd from the urn of his warrior-sire, 
With a strange and solemn light. 

Then darkly the words of the hoding strain 
Like an omen rose on his soul again, 
— " Soft be thy step through the silence deep, 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep, 
For the yiewless have fearful might !" 

But the gleaming sword and shield 
Of many a battle-day 
Hung o'er that urn, reveal'd 
By the tomb-fire*s waveless ray. 

fl 

With a faded wreath of oak-leaves bound. 
They himg o'er the dust of the far-renown'd, 
Whom the bright Valkyriur's wammg voice 
Had call'd to the banquet where gods rejoice. 
And the rich mead flows in light. 
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With a beating heart his son drew aear. 
And still rang the verse in his thrilling ear, 
*— *' Soft be thy step through the silence deep. 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep. 
For the viewless have fearfid might !" 

And many a Saga's rhyme. 
And legend of t^e grave, 
That shadowy scene and time 
Call'd back, to daunt the brave. 

But he rais'd his arm — and the flame grew dim. 
And the sword in its light seem'd to ware and swim, 
And his faltering hand could not grasp it well-— 
From the pale oak-wreath, with a dash it fell 
Through the chamber of the dead ! 

The deep tomb rang widi the heavy so«i»d, 
And the urn lay shiver'd in fragments round; 
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And a rush^ as of tempests, qaencb'd the fire, 
And the scattered dust of his warlike sire 

Was strewn on the Champion's head. 

One moment — and all was still 
In the slnmherer's ancient hall, 
When the rock had ceas'd to thrill 
With the mighty weapon's fall. 

The stars were just fading, one by one. 
The clouds were just ting'd by the early sun. 
When there stream'd through the cavern a torch's flame, 
And the brother of Sigurd the valiant came 
To seek him in the tomb. 



Stretch'd on his shield, like the steel-girt slain, 
By moonlight seen on the battle-plain. 
In a speechless trance lay the warrior there. 
But he wildly woke when the torch's glare 
Burst on him through the gloom. 
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, '' The moniing wind blows free, 
And the hour of chase is near : 
Come forth, come forth, with me I 
What dost thon, Sigord, here ?" 

'< I have put out the holy sepulchral fire, 
I have scattered the dust of my warrior-sire ! 
It burns on my head, and it weighs down my heart ; 
But the winds shall not wander without their part 
To strew o'er the restless deep ! 

<< In the mantle of death he was here with me now, — 
There was wrath in his eye, there was gloom on his brow ; 
And his cold, still glance on my spirit fell 
With an icy ray and a withering spell — 
Oh ! chill is the house of sleep !" 

" The morning wind blows free, 
And the reddening sun shines dear ; 
Come forth, come forth, with me ! 
It is dark and fearful here !'* 
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<< He is there, he is there, with his shadowy frown ! 
But gone from his head is the kingly crown, — 
The crown from his head, and the spear from his hand, — 
They have chas'd him far from the glorious land 
Where the feast of the gods is spread ! 

<< He mast go forth alone on his phantom steed. 
He mast ride o'er the grave-hills with stormy speed ; 
His place is no longer at Odin's board, 
He is driven from Valhalla without his sword ! 
But the slayer shall avenge the dead !" 

That sword its fame had won 
By the fall of many a crest. 
But its fiercest work was done 
In the tomb, on Sigurd's breast ! 
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VALKYRIUR SONG. 



The Valkyriur, or Fatal Sisters of Northern mythology, were 
supposed to single out the warriors who were to die in battle, 
and be received into the halls of Odin* 

When a Northern chief £^ gloriously in war, his obsequies 
were honoured with all possible magnificence. His arms, gold 
and silver, war-horst, domestic attendants, and iHiattrtr else 
he held most dear, were placed with him on the pile. His de- 
pendents and friends frequently made it a point of honour to die 
with their leader, in order to attend on his shade in Vaflialla, or 
the Palace of Odin. And lastly, his wife was generally con- 
sumed with him on the same jnleM— ^SIos MaEd^a Northern An- 
HquiHe$, Herbert* 8 Edga^ S^ 
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VALKYRIUR SONG. 



Tremblingly flash'd tb* inconstant meteor ligbt, 
Showing thin forms like virgins of this eartb. 
Save tbat all signs of bmnan joy or griei^ 
Tbe flusb of passion, smile or tear, bad seem*d 
On tbe fix'd brightness of each dazzling cheek 
Strange and nnnatnraL 



MiLMAN. 



The Sea-king woke from the troabled sleep 

Of a yision-haunted night, 
And he look'd from his bark o'er the gloomy deep, 
And counted the streaks of light ; 
For the red son's earliest ray 
Was to roase his bands that day, 
To the stormy joy of fight ! 

F 
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But the dreams of rest were still on earth, 

And the silent stars on high, 
And there wav'd not the smoke of one cabin hearth 
'Midst the quiet of the sky ; 
And along the twilight bay, 
In their sleep the hamlets lay, 
For they knew not the Norse were nigh ! 

The Sea-kbg look'd o'er the brooding wave ; 

He tum'd to the dusky shore. 
And there seem'd> through the areh of a tide-worn 
cave, 
A gleam, as of snow, to pour ; 
And forth, in watery light, 
Mov'd phantoms, dimly white, 
Which the garb of woman bore. 

Slowly they mov'd to the billow side ; 

And the forms, as they grew more dear, 
Seem'd each on a tall, pale steed to ride, 
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And a shadowy crest to rear. 

And to beckon with faint hand 

From the dark and rocky strand, 
And to point a gleaming spear. 

Then a stillness on his spirit feU, 

Before th' unearthly train. 
For he knew Valhalla's daughters well, 
The Choosers of the slain ! 
And a sndden rising breeze 
Bore, across the moaning seas. 
To his ear their thrilling strain. 

<^ There are songs in Odin's Hall, 
For the brave, ere night to fall I 
Doth the great sun hide his ray ?-— 
He must bring a wrathful day ! 
Sleeps the falchion in its sheath ? — 
Swords must do the work of death I 
Regner !«— Sea-king I — thee we call I— ^ 
There is joy in Odin's HalL 
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" At the feast and in the song, 
Thon shalt be remembered long ! 
By the green isles of the flood 
Thou hast left thy track in blood ! 
On the earth and on the sea, 
There are those will speak of thee ! 
'Tis enough, — the war-gods call, — 
There is mead in Odin's Hall ! 



" Regner ! tell thy fair-hair'd bride . 
She must slumber at thy side ! 
Tell the brother of thy breast, 
Ev'n for him thy grave hath rest ! 
Tell the raven steed which bore thee. 
When the wild wolf fled before thee. 
He too with his lord must fall, — 
There is room in Odin's Hall I 



'< Lo ! the mighty sun looks forth — 
Arm ! thou leader of the north ! 
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Lo I the mists of twilight fly, — 

We must vanish, thou must die I 

By the sword and by the spear, 

By the hand that knows not fear, 

Sea-king I nobly shalt thou fall !— 
There is joy in Odin's Hall !" 

There was arming heard on land and wave, 

When afar the sunlight spread, 
And the phantom forms of the tide-worn cave 
With the mists of morning fled. 
But at eve, the kingly hand 
Of the battle-axe and brand. 
Lay cold on a pile of dead ! 
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THE CAVERN OP THE THREE TELLS. 

SWISS TRADITION. 



The tliree founders of the Helretic Confederacy are thought 
to deep in a cavern near the Lake of Lucerne. The herdsmen 
call ihem the Three Tells ; and say that they lie there in their 
antique garb, in quiet slumber ; and when Switserland is in her 
utmost need, they will awaken and regain the liberties of the 
land.— jSce Quarterfy Meview, No. 44. 

The Griitli, where the confederates held their nightly meet- 
ings, is a meadow on the shore of the Lake of Lucerne, or Lake 
of the Forest-cantons, here called the Forest-sea. 



Oh ! enter not yon shadowy cave, 

Seek not the bright spars there, 
Though the whispering pines that o'er it wave, 

With freshness fill the air : 
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For there the Patriot Three, 

In the garh of old arrayed, 
By their native Forest-sea 

On a rocky couch are laid. 

The Patriot Three that met of yore. 

Beneath the midnight sky. 
And leagued their hearts on the Griitli shore. 
In the name of liberty I 

Now silently they sleep 

Amidst the hills they freed ; 
But their rest is only deep, 

Till their country's hour of need. 

They start not at the hunter's call, 

Nor the Lammer-geyer's cry, 
Nor the rush of a sudden torrent's fall, 

Nor the Lauwine thundering by I 



128 LAYS OF MANY LANDS. 

And the Alpine herdsman's lay, 
To a Switzer's heart so dear ! 

On the wild wind floats away, 
No more for them to hear. 

But when the hattle-hom is hlown 

Till the Schreckhorn's peaks reply, 
When the Jungfrau's cli£Ps send back the tone 
Through their eagles' lonely sky ; 

When spear-heads light the lakes. 

When trumpets loose the snows, 
When the rushing war-steed shakes 
The glacier's mute repose ; 

When Uri's beechen woods wave red 
In the burning hamlet's light ; — 

Then from the cavern of the dead, * 
Shall the sleepers wake in might I 
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With a leap, like Tell's proad leap, 
When away the helm he flung,* 

And boldly up the steep 

From the flashing billow sprung ! 

They shall wake beside their Forest-sea, 

In the ancient garb they wore 
When they link'd the hands that made us free. 
On the Griitli's moonlight shore : 
And their voices shall be heard. 

And be answered with a shout, 

Till the echoing Alps are stirr'd. 

And the signal-fires blaze out. 

And the land shall see such deeds again 

Ab those of that proud day, 
When Winkelried, on Sempach's plain, 

Through the serried spears made way ; 



* The point of rock on \^hich Tell leaped from the boat of 
Geasler ia marked by a chapel, and called ^ TdUnsprung, 

F 2 
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And when the rocks came down 
On the dark Morgarten delli 

And the crowned casques,* o'erthrown, 
Before our Others fell ! 



For the Kiihreihen'st notes must nerer sound 

In a land that wears the chain, 
And the vines on freedom's holy ground 
Untrampled must remain ! 

And the yellow harrests wave 

For no stranger's hand to rei^, 
While within their silent cave 
The men of Griitli sleep ! 



" Crowned Helmets, as a distinetioii of rank, are metitumed in Simoml'i 
Switeerland. 

*t' The KUhreihen, the celebrated Bam dea Vachet, 
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SWISS SONG, 

ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF AN ANCIENT BATTLE. 



The Swiss, even to our days, have continued to celebrate the 
anniversaries of their ancient battles with much solemnity; as- 
sembling in the open air on the fields where their ancestors 
fought, to hear thanksgivings o£Eered up by the priests, and &e 
names of all who shared in the glory of the day enumerated. 
They afterwards walk in procession to chapels, always erected in 
the ticinity of such scenes, where masses are sung for the souls 
of the departed.— iSw FUuOa's History of the Hdodic Confidt- 



Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet they gird a land 
Where freedom's voice and step are found, 
Forget ye not the band. 
The faithful band, our sires, who fell 
Here, in the narrow battle dell I 
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If yet, the wilds among, 

Our silent hearts may bum, 
When the deep mountain-horn hath rang. 
And home our steps may turn,— 
Home ! — home ! — ^if still that name be dear. 
Praise to* the men who perished here ! 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

Up to their shining snows 
That day the stormy rolling sound. 
The sound of battle, rose ! 
Their caves prolonged the trumpet's blast. 
Their dark pines trembled as it passed 1 

They saw the princely crest, 

They saw the knightly spear. 
The banner and the mail-clad breast. 
Borne down, and trampled here! 
They saw — and glorying there they stand. 
Eternal records to the land ! 
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Praise to the monntain-bom, 
The brethren of the glen ! 
By them no steel array was worn. 
They stood as peasant-men ! 
They left the vineyard and the field 
To break an empire's lance and shield ! 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet, along their steeps, 
Oar children's fearless feet may bound, 
Free as the chamois leaps : 
Teach them in song to bless the band 
Amidst whose mossy graves we stand ! 

If, by the wood-fire's blaze, 

When winter stars gleam cold, 
The glorious tales of elder days 
May proudly yet be told, 
Forget not then the shepherd race, 
Who made the hearth a holy place ! 
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Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet the Sabbath-bell 
Comes o*er them with a gladdening sound, 
Think on the battle dell ! 
For blood first bath*d its flowery sod, 
That chainless hearts might worship Crod ! 
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THE MESSENGER BIRD. 



Some of the native BrazSians pay great Teneration to a eer- 
tain bird tbat amgs moumfiilly in the night-time. They aay it 
is a menenger which their deceased friends and relations hare 
sen^ and that it brings them news from the other world.— See 
Picar^t Ceremoniea and Rdigiaua Ctatoma, 



Thou art come from th'e spirits' land, thou bird I 
Thon art come from the spirits' land ! 

Through the dark pine grove let thy voice be heard. 
And tell of the shadowy band ! 

We know that the bowers are green and fair 

In the light of that sonmier shore, 
And we know that the friends we have lost are therej 

They are there— and they weep no more I 
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And we know they have qnench'd their fever^s thirst 
From the Fountain of Youth ere now,* 

For there must the stream in its freshness burst, 
Which none may find below ! 

And we know that they wiU not be lur'd to earth 
From the land of deathless flowers, 

By the feast, or the dance, or the song of mirth. 
Though their hearts were once with ours : 

Though they sat with us by the night-fire's blaze, 

And bent with us the bow. 
And heard the tales of our fathers' days, 

Which are told to others now ! 



* An expedition was actoally undertaken by Juan Ponoede Leon, 
in the 16th centuiy, with the view of discoyering a wonderful foun- 
tain, believed by the natives of Puerto Rico to spring in one of die 
Lucayo Isles, and to possess the virtue of restoring youth to all who 
bathed in its waters. — See Robertson* g Bistory of America, 
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But tell 118, thou bird of the solemn strain ! 

Can those who have lov'd forget ? 
We call — and they answer not again — 

Do they love— do they love us yet ? 

Doth the warrior think of his brother there^ 

And the father of his child ? 
And the chief, of those that were wont to share 

His wanderings through the wild ? 

We call them £u: through the silent night, 
And they speak not from cave or hill ; 

We know, thou bird ! that their land is bright, 
But say, do they love there still ? 
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THE STRANGER IN LOUISIANA, 



An early traveller mentions a people on the banks of the Mis- 
sissippi who burst into tears at the sight of a stranger. The rea- 
son of this is, that they &ncy their deceased friends and relations 
to be only gone on a journey, and being in constant expectation 
of their return, look for them vainly amongst these foreign tra- 
veQera. — Picarfi Ceremoniea and JEUHiguna CtatomM. 

*' J'ai pasB^ moi-mSme,'* says Chateaubriand in his Souvenirs 
d'Amerique, ''chei one pcnplade Indienne qui se prenait a 
pleurer k la vue d*un voyageur, parce qu*iL lui rappelait des 
amis partis pour la Contree des Ames, et depuis long-terns en 
voyage." 



We saw thee, O stranger, and wept ! 
We look'd for the youth of the sunny glance, 
Whose step was the fleetest in chase or dance ! 
The light of his eye was a joy to see. 
The path of his arrows a storm to flee ! 
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But there came a voice from a distant shore : 
He was call'd-^he is fomid 'midst his tribe no more I 
He is not in his place when the night-fires bnm, 
Bat we look for him still — ^he will yet return !— 
His brother sat with a drooping brow 
In the gloom of the shadowing cypress bongh ; 
We rons'd him — ^we bade him no longer pine, 
For we heard a step — ^bat the step was thine. 

We saw thee, O stranger, and wept f 
We looked for the maid of the monmful song — 
Monmfbl, though sweet— she hath lefib ns long I 
We told her the yonth of her love was gone, 
And she went forth to seek him — she pass'd alone ; 
We hear not her roice when the woods are still, 
From the bower where it sang, like a silvery rill. 
The joy of her sire with her smile is fled, 
The winter is white on his lonely head. 
He hath none by his side when the wilds we track. 
He hath none when we rest — yet she comes not back ! 
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We look'd for her eye on the feast to shine^ 
For her breezy step — ^but the step was thine ! 

We saw thee, O stranger, and wept ! 
We look*d for the chief who hath left the spear 
And the bow of his battles forgotten here ! 
We look'd for the hunter, whose bride's lament 
On the wind of the forest at eve is sent : 
We look'd for the first-born, whose mother's cry 
Sounds wild and shrill through the midnight sky !— 
Where are they? — ^thou'rt seeking some distant coast— 
Oh, ask of them, stranger ! — send back the lost ! 
Tell them we mourn by the dark blue streams, 
Tell them our lives but of them are dreams ! 
Tell, how we sat in the gloom to pine, 
And to watch for a step — ^but the step was thine ! 
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THE ISLE OF FOUNTS. 

AN INDIAN TRADITION. 



'' The River St. Mary has its source from a vast lake or 
nuirsh, which lies between Flint and Oakmulge rivers, and oc- 
cupies a space of near three hundred miles in circuit. This vast 
accumulation of waters, in the wet season, appears as a lake, and 
contains some large islands or knolls of riph high land ; one of 
which the present generation of the Creek Indians represent to 
be a most blissful spot of earth : they say it is inhabited by a pe- 
culiar race of Indiana, whose women are incomparably beautiful. 
They also tell you that this terrestrial paradise has been seen by 
some of their enterprising hunters, when in pursuit of game ; but 
that in their endeavours to approach it, they were involved in 
perpetual labyrinths, and, like enchanted land, still as they ima- 
gined they had just gained it, it seemed to fly before them, al- 
ternately appearing and disappearing. They resolved, at length, 
to leave the delusive pursuit, and to return, which, after a number 
of difEiculties, they effected. When they reported their adventures 
to their countrymen, the young warriors were inflamed with an 
irresistible desire to invade, and make a conquest of, so charming 
a country ; but all their attempts have hitherto proved abortive, 
never having been able again to find that enchanting spot.** — 
BartnmCs TraveU through North and South CaroUna, ^. 

The additional circumstances in the <<Isle of Founts'* are 
merdy imaginary. 
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THE ISLE OF FOUNTS. 

AN INDIAN TRADITION. 



Son of the stranger ! wouldst tbou take 

O'er yon blue hills thy lonely way, 
To reach the still and shining lake 
Along whose banks the west-winds play ? — 
Let no vain dreams thy heart begaile. 
Oh ! seek thou not the Fountain Isle I 

Lnll but the mighty Serpent King/ 
'Midst the grey rocks, his old domain ; 

Ward but the cougar's deadly spring, — 
Thy step that lake's green shore may gain ; 



* The Cherokees believe that the recenes of their mountttiiB, 
orergrown with lofty pines and cedan, and coyeied with old 
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And the bright Isle, when all is pass*d> 
Shall vainly meet thine eye at last ! 

Yes ! there, with all its rainbow streams. 

Clear as within thine arrow's flight, 
The Isle of Founts, the Isle of dreams. 
Floats on the wave in golden light ; 
And lovely will the shadows be 
Of groves whose fruit is not for thee ! 

And breathings from their sunny flowers. 
Which are not of the things that die, 

And singing voices from their bowers. 
Shall greet thee in the purple sky ; 



mossy rocks, are inhabited by the kings or chieft of the rattle- 
snakes, whom they denominate the "bright old inhabitants.*' 
They represent ihem as snakes of an enormous size, and which 
possess the power of drawing to them every living creature that 
oomes within the reach of their eyes. Their heads are said to be 
crowned with a carbuncle of daziling bnghtDea8.--NS!ee N(M» to 
Leyden*» ** Scenes of Infctncy," 
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Soft voices, e'en like those that dwell 
Far in the green reed*s hollow cell. 

Or hast thou heard the sounds that rise 

From the deep chambers of the earth ? 
The wild and wondrous melodies 
To which the ancient rocks gave birth ?* 
Like that sweet song of hidden caves 
Shall swell those wood-notes o*er the waves. 



The emerald waves ! — they take their hue 

And image from that sunbright shore ; 
But wouldst thou launch thy light canoe, 
And wouldst thou ply thy rapid oar, 
Before thee, hadst thou morning's speed. 
The dreamy land should still recede I 



* The stones on the banks of the Oronoco, called by the Sooth 
American missionaries Laauu dt Muaica, and alluded to in a for- 
mer note. 
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Yet on the breese thou still wouldst hear 

The music of its flowering shades. 
And ever should the sound be near 

Of founts that ripple through its glades ; 
The sound, and sights and flashing ray 
Of joyous waters in their play ! 

But wo for him who sees them burst 

With their bright spray-showers to the lake! 
Earth has no spring to quench the thirst 
That semblance in his soul shall wake. 
For ever pouring through hk dre«n>. 
The gush of those untasted streams I 

Bright, bright in many a rooky urn, 

The waters of our deserts lie, 
Yet at their source his lip shall bum, 
Parch'd with the fever's agony I 
From the blue mountains to the main. 
Our thousand floods may roll in vain* 
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E'en thus our hiuiters came of yore 

Back from their long and weary quest ; — 
Had they not seen th' untrodden shore. 
And conld they 'midst our wilds find rest ? 
The lightning of their glance was fled. 
They dwelt amongst us as the dead ! 

They lay beside our glittering rills. 

With visions in their darken'd eye. 
Their joy was not amidst the hills, 
Where elk and deer before us fly ; 
Their spears upon the cedar hung, 
Their javelins to the wind were flung. 

They bent no more the forest-bow. 

They arm'd not with the warrior-band. 
The moons wan'd o'er them dim and slow— - 
They left us for the spirits' land ! 
Beneath our pines yon greensward heap 
Shows where the restless found their sleep. 
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Son of the stranger I if at eve 

Silence be 'midst ns in thy place. 
Yet go not where the mighty leave 
The strength of battle and of chase I 
Liet no vain dreams thy heart beguile. 
Oh ! seek thou not the Fountain Isle ! 
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THE BENDED BOW. 



It is sapposed that war was anciently proclaimed in Britam 
by sending messengers in different directions through the land, 
each bearing a bended bow ; and that peace was in like manner 
announced by a bow unstrung, and therefore straight. — See the 
Cambrian AntiquUieSm 



There was heard the sound of a coming foe. 
There was sent through Britain a Bended Bow, 
And a voice was pour'd on the free winds far, 
As the land rose up at the sign of war. 

<< Heard ye not the hattle-hom ?— - 
Reaper ! leave thy golden com I 
Leave it for the hirds of Heaven, 
Swords must flash, and spears be riven ! 
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LsKfe ft for the winds to shed-^ 
Aim ! ere Britain's torf grow red I'* 

Amd Ibe r e aper arm'd, like a fireeman*i loUi 
And Ibe Bended Bow and the Toioe pan'd on. 

** Hnnter ! leave the monntain-ohaie t 
Take the falchion from its place ! 
Let the wolf go free to-day. 
Leave him for a nobler prey ! 
Let the deer nngaO'd sweep byi— • 
Arm thee ! Britain's foes are nigk f* 

And the hnnter arm'd ere the ehase wis done, 
And the Bended Bow and the Toioe passed oa« 

<^ Chieftain! qnit the joyous feast t 
Stay not till the song hath ceas'd t 
Though the mead be foaming bright. 
Though the fires give ruddy light, 
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Leave the hearth, and leave the hall' 
Arm thee ! Britain's foes must fall." 



And the chieftain arm'd, and the horn was blown, 
And the Bended Bow and the voice pass'd on. 

<< Prince I thy father's deeds are told^ 
In the bower and in the hold ! 
Where the goatherd's lay is sung. 
Where the minstrel's harp is strong ! 
— Foes are on thy native sea — 
Give our bards a tale of thee !** 

And the prince came arm'd, like a leader's son, 
And. the Bended Bow and the voice pass'd on. 

" Mother ! stay thou not thy boy ! 
He must learn the battle's joy. 
Sister I bring the sword and spear^ 
Give thy brother words of cheer ! 
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Maiden ! bid thy lover part, 
Britain calls the strong in heart ! 

And the Bended Bow and the voice pass'd on, 
And the bards made song for a battle won. ' 
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HE NEVER SMILED AGAIN.* 



It it recorded of Henry the Fint, that after the death of his 
■on, Prince Williami who perished in a shipwreck off tiie coast 
of Nmrmandy, he wae never seen to smile. 



The bark that held a prince went down. 

The sweeping waves roll*d on; 
And what was England's glorious crown 

To him that wept a son ? 
He lived — ^for life may long be borne 

£re sorrow break its chain ;-^ 
Why comes not death to those who mourn ?- 

He never smiled again I 



Originally pnbUshed in the Literary Gazette. 
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There stood proud farms around his thitwa^ 

The stately and the hrave. 
But which oonld fill the place ai one, 

That one heneath the ware ? 
Before him pass'd the young and fiur. 

In pleasure's reckless tndn. 
But seas dash'd o'er his son's hright haiiw. 

He never smiled again I 

He sat where festal bowls went round ; 
He heard the minstrel sing. 

He saw the tourney's victor crown'd, 
Amidst the knightly ring : 

A murmur of the restless deep 
Was blent with every strain, 

A voice of winds that would not sleep- 
He never smiled again I 



o2 
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HeartSi in that time, closed o'er the trace 

Of TOWS once fondly pour*dy 
And Strangers took the kinsman's place 

At many a joyous board ; 
Graves, which true love had bath'd with tears, 

Were left to Heaven's bright rain. 
Fresh hopes were bom for other years — 

He never smiled again I 
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CCEUR DE LION AT THE BIER OF 

HIS FATHER. 



The body of Henry the Second lay in ttate in the abbey-church 
of Fontevraud, where it was visited by Richard Coeur de Lion, 
whO| on beholding it, was struck with horror and remorse, and 
bitterly reproached himself for that rebellious conduct which had 
been the means of bringing his fstther to an untimely grave. 



Torches were blazing clear. 

Hymns pealing deep and slow, 
Where a king lay stately on his bier, 

In the church of Fontevraud. 
Banners of battle o*er him hung, 

And warriors slept beneath. 
And light, as Noon's broad light, was flung 

On the settled face of death. 
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On the settled face of death 

A strong and mddy glare. 
Though dimm'd at times by the censer's breath, 

Yet it fell still brightest there : 
As if each deeply-f iirrow*d trace 

Of earthly, years to show, — 
Alas ! that sceptred mortal's race 

Had surely dos'd in wo I 

The marble floor was swept 

By many a long dark stole. 
As the kneeling priests round him that slept, 

Sang mass for tl|e parted soul ; 
And solemn were the strains they ponr'd 

Through the stillness of the night, 
With the cross above, and the crown and sword, 

And the sUent king in sight. 

There was heard a heavy clang. 
As of steel-girt men the tread, 
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And the tombs and the hollow payement rang 

With a sounding thrill of dread; 
And the holy chant was hush'd awhile^ 

As by the torch's flame, 
A gleam of arms, np the sweeping aisle> 

With a mail-dad leader came. 

He came with hangfaty look, 

An eagle-glance and dear, 
But his proud heart through its breastplate shook, 

When he stood beside the bier ! 
He stood there still with a drooping brow^ 

And dasp'd hands o'er it nds'd ; — 
For his father lay before him low, 
It was CoBur de Lion gazed I 

And silently he strove 
With the workings of his breast,-^ 
But there's more in late repentant love 
Than steel may keep suppress'd ! 
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And liis tean brake forth, at kgt, like lain,- 
Men hsM their hrealh in awe. 

For his hee was seen by his warrior-train^ 
And he reck'd not that they saw. 

He look'd opon the dead. 

And sorrow seem'd to lie, 
A weight of sorrow, ev'n like lead. 

Pale on the fast-shnt eye. 
He stoop'd — and kiss'd the froien cheek. 

And the heavy hand of day, 
Till bursting words — ^yet all too weak — 

Crave his soul's passion way. 

<< Oh, father ! is it vain. 
This late remore and deep ? 
Speak to me, father ! once again, 
I weep — ^behold, I weep ! 



LAYS OF MANY LANDS. 159 

AlasI my gdlty pride and ire! 

Were but this work undone, 
I would give England's crown, my sire ! 

To hear thee bless thy son. 

*^ Speak to me ! mighty grief 

Ere now the dost hath stirr'd ! 
Hear me, bat hear me ! — ^father, chief, 

My king ! I must be heard ! — 
Hnsh'd, hush'd — ^how is it that I call, 

And that thou answerest not ? 
When was it thus ? — wo, wo for aU 

The love my soul forgot I 

" Thy silver hairs I see. 

So stUl, so sadly bright ! 
And father, father ! but for me, 

They had not been so white I 
/ bore thee down, high heart ! at last. 

No longer couldst thou strive ; — 
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Oh! for one moment of the pasty 
To kneel and say — ' forgiye !' 

<< Thou wert the noblest kingy 

On royal throne e'er seen ; 
And thou didst wear^ in knightly nagy 

Of ally the stateliest mien ; 
And thon didst prove, where spevn are proved 

In war, the bravest heart-— 
Oh ! ever the renown'd and lov^d 

Thou wert— «nd there thou art I 

*^ Thou that my boyhood's guide 

Didst take fond joy to be ! — 
The times I've sported at thy side. 

And dimb'd thy parent knee ! 
And there before the blessed shrine. 

My sire ! I see thee lie, — 
How will that sad, still face of thine, 

Look on me till I die T 
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THE VASSAL'S LAMENT FOR THE 
FALLEN TREE. 



*' Here (at Brereton in Cheshire) if one thing incredibly 
strange^ bat ttteitedy at I myself have heardy by many p cf e a s, 
and commonly believed. Before any heir of this fanniy dies^ 
there are seen, in a hke adjoining, the bodies of trees swimming 
on the water for seyeral days." — Camdm^s JMtumUL 



Yes ! I have seen the ancient oak. 

On the dark, deep water cast, 
And it was not fell'd by the woodman's stroke, 
Or the msh of the sweeping blast ; 
For the axe might never tonch that tree, 
And the air was still as a summer sea. 
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I saw it fiEJl, as falls a chief 
By an arrow in the fight, 
And the old woods shook, to their loftiest leaf, 
At the crashmg of its might ! 
And the startled deer to their coverts drew, 
And the spray of the lake as a fountain's flew ! 



'Tis fall'n I but think thou not I weep 

For the forest's pride o'erthrown ; 
An old man's tears lie far too deep,^ 
To be pour'd for this alone ! 
But by that sign too well I know, 
That a youthful head must soon be low ! 

A youthful head, with its shining hair. 
And its bright quick-flashing eye- 
Well may I weep ! for the boy is fair, 
Too fair a thing to die I 
But on his brow the mark is set — 
Oh ! could my life redeem him yet I 
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He bounded ly me as I gazed 

Alone on the fetal sign, 
And it seem'd like sunshine when he rais'd 
His joyons glance to mine ! 
With a stag's fleet step he bounded by, 
So full of life— but he must die ! 

He must, he must I in that deep deU, 

By that dark water's side, 
'Tis known that ne'er a proud tree fell, 
But an heir of his fathers died. 
And he— there's laughter in his eye, 
Joy in his voice-— yet he must die ! 

IVe borne him in these arms, that now 

Are nenreless and unstrung ; 
And must I see, on that fair brow, 
The dust untimely flung ? 
I must I — ^yon green oak, branch and crest, 
Lies floating on the dark lake's breast ! 
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The noble boy !— how proudly sprmg 

The fEdcon from his hand t 
It Beem'd like youth to see him yomigy 
A flower in his father's land ! 
But the hour of the knell and the diige is nigh, 
For the tree hath fiJl'tt, and the flower must diew 

Say not 'tis vain ! — I tell thee> some 

Are wam'd by a meteor's lights 
Or a pale bird, flitting, calls them hone^ 
Or a voice on the winds by night ; 
And they must go ! — and he too, he— 
Wo for the fall of the glorious Tree ! 



LAYS OF BfANT LANDS. 165 



'^ THE WILD HXJNTSMAN. 



ItisapopuIarUirfmtheOdeBiraUytliBtthe pMUg^f tilt 
Wild Honteman umoimoes the approach of war. He ia anppm- 
ed to laaue with hia train from the mined caatle of RodenateiDy 
and traverse llie air to the oppcmte caade of Schndlartfc It ii 
confidently aaierted that the aound of hia phantom honea and 
hoonda was heard l>y the Duke of Baden before the oommenoe- 
ment of the lart war in Germany. 



Tht rest was deep at the slomberer's hour, 

If thoa didst not bear the blast 
Of the savage horn, from the mountaiii tower, 

As the Wild Night-Hu&tsmaii paas'dy 
And the roar of liie stormy diase went by, 

Through the dark nnqniet sky ! 

The stag sprung np from his mossy bed 
When he caught the piercing sounds, 
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And the oak-boughs crash'd to his antler'd head, 
As he flew from the viewless hounds ; 

And the falcon soar'd from her craggy height, 
Away through the rushing night ! 

The banner shook on its ancient hold. 
And the pine in its desert place, 

As the doud and tempest onward roU'd 
With the din of the trampling race ; 

And the glens were fill'd with the laugh and shout. 
And the bugle, ringing out ! 

From the chieftun's hand the wine-cup fell. 

At the castle's festive board, 
And a sudden pause came o'er the swell 

Of the harp's triumphal chord ; 
And the Minnesinger's* thrilling lay 

In the hall died fast away. 



* Minnesmger, hve-^nger, — ^the wandering minstreh of Qenauj 
were to called in the middle agei. 



LAYS OF MANY LANDS. 167 

The convent's chanted rite was stay'd, 

And the hermit dropped his beads, 
And a trembling ran through the forest-shade, 

At the neigh of phantom steeds, 
And the chnrch-bells peal'd to the rocking blast 

As the Wild Night-Huntsman pass'd. 



The storm hath swept with the chase away. 

There is stillness in the sky, 
But the mother looks on her son to-day. 

With a troubled heart and eye. 
And the maiden's brow hath a shade of care 

Midst the gleam of her golden hair ! 

The Rhine flows bright, but its^ waves ere long 

Must hear a voice of war. 
And a dash of spears our hills among, 

And a trumpet from afax ; 
And the brave on a bloody turf must lie, 

For the Huntsman hath gone by ! 
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BRANDENBURGH HARVEST-SONG* 



FROM THE GERMAN OF LA MOTTE FOUQUE. 



The corn, in golden light, 
Waves o'er the plain ; 

The sickle's gleam is bright ; 
Foil swells the grain. 

Now send we hr around 

Our hardest lay J-— 
Alas I a heavier sound 

Comes o'er the day ! 

" For the year of the Queen of Frosna's death. 
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Eartli shrouds with burial sod 

Her soft eye's blae, — 
Now o'er the gifts of God 

Fall tears like dew ! 

On every breeze a knell 

The hamlets ponr, — 
We know its canie too well» 

Ske is no more I 
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THE SHADE OF THESEUS. 

ANCIENT OREBK TRADITION. 



Know ye not when onr dead 

From sleep to battle sprung ? — 
When the Persian charger's tread 

On their covering greensward rang ! 
When the trampling march of foes 

Had crush'd our vines and flowers. 
When jewelled crests arose 

Through the holy laurel bowers, 

When banners caught the breeze, 
When helms in sunlight shone, 

When masts were on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 
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There was one, a leader crown'd, 

And arm'd for Greece that day ; 

But the falchions made no sound 
On his gleaming war-array. 

In the battle's front he stood, 

With his tall and shadowy crest ; 
But the arrows drew no blood 

Though their path was through his breast. 

When banners caught the breeze, 
When helms in sunlight shone, 

When masts were on the seas. 
And spears on Marathon. 

His sword was seen to flash 

Where the boldest deeds were done ; 
But it smote without a clash ; 

The stroke was heard by none ! 
His voice was not of those 

That swell'd the rolling blast, 
And his steps fell hush'd like snows — 

'Twas the Shade of Theseus pass'd I 
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When banners camglit the breeze, 
When hehns in sunlight shone, 

When masts were on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 

Far sweeping through the foe, 

With a fiery charge he bore ; 
And the Mede left many a bow 

On the sounding ocean-shore. 
And the foaming waves grew red. 

And the sails were crowded fittt, 
When the sons of Asia fled. 

As the Shade of Theseus pass'd ! 

When banners caught the breeze, 
When helms in sunlight shone, 

When masts were on the seas. 
And spears on Marathon. 
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ANCIENT GREEK SONG OF EXILE. 



Where is the summer, with her golden son ? — 
That festal glory hath not pass'd from earth : 

Por me alone the laughing day is done ! 
Where is the summer with her voice of mirth? 
— ^Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the Fauns, whose flute-notes breathe and die 
On the green hills ? — ^the founts, from sparry caves 

Through the wild places bearing melody ? 

The reeds, low whispering o'er the river waves ? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 
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Where mre the tonpleSy through the dim wood shining) 
The Tirgin-danoeSy and the choral strains ? 

Where the sweet sisters of my youth, entwining 
The spring's first roses for their sylvan fanes ? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the yineyards, with their joyous throngs, 
The red gnpes pressing when the foliage fades ? 

The lyres, the wreaths, the lovely Dorian songs, 
And the pine forests, and the olive shades ? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where the deep haunted grots, the laurd bowers, 
The Dryad's footsteps, and the minstrel's dreams ?— 

Oh ! that my life were as a southern flower's ! 
I might not languish then by these chill streams, 
Far A-om my own bright land I 
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GREEK FUNERAL CHANT 
OR MYRIOLOGUE. 



^*' Les Cbants Fimdbres par lesqueU on 'deplore en Gr^ la 
mort de aes proches, prennent le nom particuUer de Myriologia, 
comme qui dirait, Discours de lamentationi complaintes. Un ma- 
lade Yient-il de rendre le dernier wupir, sa femme, sa mere, aes 
filksy aes aoeurs, cellesi en un mot, de les plus proches parentes 
qui sent 14, lui ferment les yeux et la bouche, en epanchant libre- 
ment, chacune selon son naturel et sa mesure de tendressepour le 
defimt, la douleur qu'elle ressent de sa perte. Ce premier devoir 
lempli, elles se retirent toutes chez une de leurs parentes ou de 
leurs amies. Li elles changent de vetemens, s^habillent de 
blanc, comme pour la ceremonie nuptiale, avec cette difference, 
qu*elles gardent.Ia tSte nue, les cheveux ^pars et pendants. Ces 
apprSts termines, les parentes reyiennent dans leur pamre de 
deuil ; toutes se rangent en circle autour du mort, et leur dou- 
leur s*exhale de nouveau, et, comme la premiere fois, sans regie 
et sans contrainte. A ces plaintes spontanees suoc6dent bientdt 
des lamentations d'une autre espece : ce sont les Myricloffues. 
Ordinairement c'est la plus proche parente qui prononce le sien 
la premiere ; apres elle les autres parentes, les amies, les simples 
Yoisines. Les Myriol(^ues sont toujours composes et chant^s 
par lea femmes. Us sont toujours improvises, toujours en vers, 
et toujours chant^s sur un air qui di£fere d*un lieu a un autre, 
mais qui, dans un lieu donn^, reste invariablement consacr^ 
a ce genre de poesie.** 

Chants Populaires de la Grece Moderne, par C. Fauriel. 
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GREEK FUNERAL CHANT 
OR MYRIOLOGUE. 



A WAIL was heard around the bed, the death-bed of the 

young, 
Amidst her tears the Funeral Chant a mournful mother 

sung. — 
<< lanthis ! dost thou sleep ? — Thou sle^'st ! — but this 

is not the rest. 
The breathing and the rosy calniy I have pillow'd on 

my breast ! 
I lull'd thee not to this repose, lanthis ! my sweet son! 
As in thy glowing childhood*s time by twilight I have 

done I — 
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How is it that I bear to Stand and look apon thee now? 
And that I die not, seeing death on thy pale glorious 
brow? 

" I look npon thee^ thou that wert of aU most £ur 

and brave ! 
I see thee wearing still too much of beanty for the 

gravel 
Though mournfully thy smile is fix'd^ and heavily thine 

eye 
Hath shut above the falcon-glance that in it lov'dtolie; 
And £ASt is bound the springing step, that seem'd on 

breezes borne. 
When to thy couch I came and said,— < Wake^ hunter, 

wake! 'tis mom T 
Yet art thou lovely still, my flower ! untouch'd by 

slow decay, — 
And I, the wither'd stem, remain—I would that grief 

might slay ! 

H 2 
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«Oh! em wka I Mei tkjlook, I knew tliat t&u 

wo«Ube! 
I knew too weQ thai length oi dajs wis not a gift for 

thee! 
I MKw it in thy Idndlii^ dieek, and in th j bearing high^ 
A Toice came whispering to my soul, and toid me thoa 

most die! 
Hiat thoa most die, my feariess one ! where swords 

were flashing red.1 — 
Why doth a mother lire to say — My first-bom and my 

dead? 
They tdl me of thy yoothfiil fune, they talk of victory 



Speak tkauj and I will hear ! my child, lanthis ! my 



sweet son !" 



A wail was heard around the bed, the death-bed of the 

young, 
A fiur-hair'd bride the Funeral Chant amidst her 

weeping sung. — 
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<< lanthis ! look*8t thou not on me f — Can love indeed 

be fled ? 
When was it wo before to gaze upon thy stately head ? 
I would that I had followed thee, lanthis, my belov'd ! 
And stood as woman oft hath stood where faithful 

hearts are prov'd! 
That I had bound a breastplate on, and battled at thy 

side — 
It would have been a blessed thing together had we died ! 

" But where was I when thou didst fall beneath the 

fatal sword ? 
Was I beside the sparkling fount, or at the peaceful 

board? 
Or singing some sweet song of old, in the shadow of 

the vine, 
Or praying to the saints for thee, before the holy shrine? 
And thou wert lying low the while, the life-drops from 

thy heart 
Fast gushing like a mountain-spring ! — and couldst thou 

thus depart? 
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ikpity ■«* flm Hj 1^ poor oat thy 
Oh! I WIS wkktJbee but IB j«j,tluift should bave been 



«TesI I was with thee wka Ike dnee tliroagii inazy 

lings was led, 
Asd when the Ijre and roioe were tim'd, and when the 

feast was spread! 
Bat not where noUe blood flow'd forth, ivHiere sound- 
ing javdins flew — 
Why did I hear lore's first sweet words, and not its 

last adien? 
What now can breatbe of gladness more, what scene, 

what hoar, what tone ? 
The blue skies fade with all their lights, they hikt 

since thoa art gone ! 
Ev'n that most leave me^ that stiU &ce, by all my tean 

onmoy'd — 
Take me from this dark world with thee, lanthis ! my 

belov'dl" 
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A wail was heard around the bed, the death-bed of the 

young, 
Amidst her tears the Funeral Chant a moumfnl sister 

sung. 
" lanthis ! brother of my soul !— oh 1 where are now 

the days 
That langh*d among the deep green hills, on all our in- 

fimt plays ? 
When we two sported by the streams, or tracked them 

to their source. 
And like a stag's, the rocks along, was thy fleet, fear-* 

less course !— 
I see the pines there waving yet, I see the rills descend, 
I see thy bounding step no more— my brother and my 

friend! 

" I come with flowers — ^for Spring is come I— lanthis ! 

art thou here f 
I bring the garlands she hath brought, I cast them on 

thy bier ! 
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Thou shouldst be crown'd with victory's crown— bat 

oh ! more meet they seem, 
The first faint violets of the wood, and lilies of the 

stream ! 
More meet for one so fondly lov'd, and laid thus early 

low — 
Alas ! how sadly sleeps thy £eu^ amidst the smishine's 

glow: 
The golden glow that through thy heart was wont 

such joy to send, — 
Wo ! that it smiles, and not for thee ! — ^my brother 

and my friend !'' 
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THE PARTING SONG. 



This piece is founded on a tale related by Fauriel, in his " Chan- 
sons Populaires de la Grece Moderne,** and accompanied by some 
very interesting particulars respecting the extempore parting 
songSy or songs of expatriation, as he informs us they are called, 
in which the modem Greeks are accustomed to pour forth their 
feelings on bidding farewell to their country and friends. 



A YOUTH went forth to exile, from a home 
Such as to early thought gives images, 
The longest treasured, and most oft recall'd. 
And brightest kept, of love ; — a momitain home, 
That, with the murmur of its rocking pines 
And sounding waters, first in childhood's heart 
Wakes the deep sense of nature unto joy, 
And half unconscious prayer ; — a Grecian home, 
With the transparence of blue skies o'erhung. 
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And, through the dimness of its olive shades. 
Catching the flash of fountains, and the gleam 
Of shining pillars from the fanes of old. 

And this was what he left ! — Yet many leave 

Far more : — the glistening eye, that first from theirs 

Cali'd out the soul's bright smile ; the gentle hand, 

Which through the sunshine led forth infknt steps 

To where the violets lay ; the tender voice 

That earliest taught them what deep melody 

Lives in affection's tones.^ — He left not these. 

Happy the weeper^ that but weeps to part 

With all a mothers love !— A bitterer grief 

Was his — To part unloved/ — of her umloVd, 

That should have breath'd upon his heart, like spring 

Fostering its young faint flowers 1 

Yet had he friends, 
And they went forth to cheer him on his way 
Unto the parting spot ;-'-and she too went, 
That mother, tearless for her youngest-boni. 
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The pardng spot was reaeh'd :— « lone deep glen* 
Holy, perchance^ of yore^ for cave and fount 
Were there, and svreet-voiced echoes ; and aboYe, 
The silence of the bine, still, uppisr Heaven 
Hong round the crags of Pindos, where they wore 
Their crowning snows. — Upon a rock he sprang, 
The unbeloY*d one, for his home to gaze 

■ 

Through the wild laurels back ; but then a light 
Broke on the stem, proud sadness of his eye, 
A sudden quivering light, and from his lips 
A burst of passionate song. 

" Farewell, farewell ! 
« I hear thee, O thou rushing stream I — thou'rt from 

my native dell, 
Thou'rt bearing thence a mournful sound— a murmur 

of farewell ! 
And £u*e thee well — ^flow on, my stream ! — ^flow on, 

thou bright and free ! 
I do but dream that in thy voice one tone laments for me; 
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But I Itave been a thing nnloy'd, from childhood's 

loving years, 
And therefore turns my soul to thee, for thou hast 

known my tears ; 
The mountains, and the caves, and thou, my secret 

tears have known : 
The woods can tell where he hath wept^ that ever wept 

alone! 



'< I see thee once again, my home ! thou'rt there amidst 

thy vines, 
An4 dear upon thy gleaming roof the light of summer 

shines. 

It is a joyous hour when eve comes whisperiug througli 

« 
thy groves, 

The hour that brings the son from toil, the hour the 

mother loves ! — 

■# 

The hour the mother loves ! — ^for me belov'd it hath not 

been; 
Yet ever in its purple smile, thou smil'st, a blessed scene! 



LAYS OF MANY LANDS. 187 

Whose quiet beauty o'er my soul through distant years 

will come- 
Yet what but as the dead, to thee, shall I be then, my 

home? 



'< Not as the dead I — ^no, not the dead I — We speak of 

them — ^we keep 
Their names, like light that must not fade, withiA our 

bosoms deep I 
We hallow ev'n the lyre they touched, we love the lay 

they sung, 
We pass with softer step the place they fill'd our band 

among! 
But I depart like sound, like dew, like aught that leaves 

on earth 
No trace of sorrow or delight, no memory of its birth ! 
I go ! — the echo of the rock a thousand songs may swell 
When mine is a forgotten voice^^— Woods, mountains, 

home, farewell ! . 
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^ A]id&reweD»motlierl — IhaTBbomeinbmdyolenoe 

long, 
But now the corrent of my soul grows panioMrte and 

strong ! 
And I will speak ! though but the wind that wanden 

through the sky. 
And bat the dark, deeporostling pines and rolling 

streams reply. 
Yes ! I will speak ! — within my breast whate'er hath 

seem'd to be, 
There lay a hidden fount of love, that would have 

gush'd for thee ! 
Brightly it would have gush'd, but thou, my mother ! 

thou hast thrown 
Back on the forests and the wilds what should have 

been thine own ! 

<< Then fare thee well I I leave thee not in loneliaeii 

to pine. 
Since thou hast sons of statelier mien and fairer brow 

thanminel 
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Forgive me that dion oouUst not love I-*-it may be, 

tlmtaUnie 
Vet from my bumiiig lieart may pieree throng^ thine, 

when I am gone ! 
And thon, perchance^ mayst weep for him on whom thou 

ne'er hast smil'd, 
And the grave give his birthright back to thy neglected 

child I 
Might but my spirit then retom, and 'midst its kindred 

dwell, 
And quench its thirst with love's free tears I — ^'Tis all 

a dream — ^farewell!" 

" Farewell !"— the echo died with that deep word, 
Yet died not so the late repentant pang 
By the strain qoicken'd in the mother's breast ! 
There had pass'd many changes o'er her brow, 
And cheek, and eye ; bat into one bright flood 
Of tears at last all melted ; and she fell 
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On the glad bosom of her child, and cried, 
<< Return, return, my son !" — The echo caught 
A lovelier sound than song, and woke again, 
Murmuring — " Return, my son !" 
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THE SULIOTE MOTHER. 



It is related, in a French Life of Ali Pacha, that aereral of 
the Suliote women, on the advance of the Turkish troops into 
their mountain futnesses, assembled on a lofty snmmit, and, 
after chanting a wild song, precipitated themselves, with their 
children, into the chasm below, to avoid becoming the slaves of 
the enemy. 



She stood upon the loftiest peak, 

Amidst the dear blae sky, 
A bitter smile was on her cheek, 

And a dark flash in her eye. 

'< Dost thou see them, boy ? — ^throngh the dasky pines 
Dost thou see where the foeman's armour shines ? 
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Hast thon caught the gleam of the conqueror's crest? 
My babe, that I cradled on my breast ! 
Wouldst thou spring from thy mother's arms with joy? 
— That sight hath cost thee a father, boy !" 

For in the rocky strait beneath, 

Lay Suliote sire and son ; 
They had heap'd high the piles of death 

Before the pass was won. 

<^ They have cross'd the torrent, and on they come ! 
Wq for the mountain hearth and home I 
There, where the hunter laid by his spear, 
There, where the lyre hath been sweet to hear. 
There, where I sang thee, fair babe I to de^p, 
Nonght but the blood-stain our trace shall keep F' 

And now the horn's loud blast was heard, 

And now the cymbal's dang, 
Till ev'n the upper air was stirr'd, 

As difF and hollow rang. 
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^< Hark ! they bring music, my joyons child ! 

What saith the trmnpet to Snli's wild ! 

Doth it light thine eye with so quick a fire, 

As if at a glance of thine armed sire ? — 

Still ! — ^be thou still ! — ^there are brave men low — 

Thou wouldst not smile couldst thou see him now !" 

But nearer came the clash of steel, 

And louder swell'd the horn, 
And farther yet the tambour's peal 

Through the dark pass was borne. 

^ Hear'st thou the sound of their savage mirth ? — 
Boy ! thou wert free when I gave thee birth, — 
Free, and how cherish'd, my trarrior's son ! 
He too hath bless'd thee, as I have done ! 
Ay, and unchain'd must his lov'd ones be — 
Freedom, young Suliote ! for thee and me !" 
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And from the arrowy peak she sprung, 
And fast tbe fidr child bore : — 

A veil upon the wind was flung, 
A cry — and all was o'er ! 
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THE FAREWELL TO THE DEAD. 



The following piece is founded on a beautiful part o£ the 
Greek funeral service, in which relatives and friends are invited 
to embrace the deceased (whose face is uncovered) and to bid 
their final adieu.-~-iS'ee Christian Besearches in the Mediterranean, 



'Tis hard to lay into the earth 



A countenance so benign ! a form that wa]k*d 
But yesterday so stately o*er the earth ! 

Wilson. 



Come near !— ere yet the dost 
Soil the hright paleness of the settled hrow, 
Look on your hrother, and embrace him now, 

In still and solemn trust! 
Come near !-— once more let kindred lips be pressed 
On his cold cheek ; then bear him to his rest ! 
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Look yet on this young face ! 
What shall the beauty, from amongst us gone, 
Leave of its image, ev'n where most it shone, 

Gladdening its hearth and race ? 
Dim grows the semblance on man's heart impressed— 
Come near, and bear the beautiful to rest ! 

Ye weep, and it is well ! 
For tears befit earth's partings ! — Yesterday, 
Song was upon the lips of this pale clay. 

And sunshine seem'd to dwell 
Where'er he mov'd — ^the welcome and the bless'd ! — 
Now gaze ! and bear the silent unto rest ! 

Look yet on him, whose eye 
Meets yours no more, in sadness or in mirth ! 
Was he not fair amidst the sons of earth. 

The beings born to die ? — 
But not where death has power may love be bless'd— 
Come near ! and bear ye the belov'd to rest ! 
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How may the mother's heart 
Dwell on her son, and dare to hope again ? 
The spring's rich promise hath been given in vain. 

The lovely must depart I 
Is he not gone, our brightest and our best ? 
Come near I and bear the early-call'd to rest I 

Look on him ! is he laid 
To slumber from the harvest or the chase ? — 
Too still and sad the smile upon his face, 

Yet that, ev'n that, must fade ! 
Death holds not long unchang'd his fairest guest,-— 
Come near ! and bear the mortal to his rest ! 



His voice of mirth hath ceas'd 
Amidst the vineyards ! there is left no place 
For him whose dust receives your vain embrace, 

At the gay bridal feast ! 
Ekulh must take earth to moulder on her breast ; 
Come near I weep o'er him ! bear him to his rest ! 
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Yet mourn ye not as they 
Whose spirit's light is qnench'd ! — ^for him the past 
Is seal'd. He may not fall, he may not cast 

His birthright's hope away ! 
All is not here of our beloy'd and bless'd — 
Leave ye the sleeper with his God to rest ! 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 
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THE TREASURES OF THE DEEP. 



What hidest thou in thy treasure-caves and cells ? 

Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious main ! — 
Pale glistening pearls, and rainbow-colour'd shells, 

Bright things which gleam unreck'd-of, and in vain ! — 
Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy sea ! 
We ask not such from thee. 

Yet more, the depths have more I — what wealth untold. 
Far down, and shining through their stillness lies ! 

Thou hast the starry gems, the burning gold, 
Won firom ten thousand royal Argosies ! — 

Sweep o'er thy spoils, thou wild and wrathful main ! 

Ekirth claims not these again. 

s i2 
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Yet more, the depths have more! — thy waves have roll'd 

Ahove the cities of a world gone hy ! 
Sand hath fill'd up the palaces of old, 

Sea-weed o'ergrown the halls of revelry,^— 
Dash o'er them, ocean I in thy scornful play ! 
Man yields th6m to decay. 

Yet more I the hillows and the depths have more ! 

High hearts and hrave are gathered to thy breast ! 
They hear not now the Jbooming waters roar. 

The battle-thunders will not break their rest. — 
Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave I 
Give back the true and brave ! 



Give back the lost and lovely ! — those for whom 
The place was kept at board and heajrtk sa kmg ! 

The prayer went up through midnight's breathless gloomy 
And the vain yearning woke 'midst festal song f 

Hold fast thy buried isles> thy towei» o'erthrown — 
But all is not thine own. 
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To thee the love of woman hath gone down, 
Dark flow thy tides o'er manhood's noble head, 

O'er youth's bright locks, and beauty's flowery crown, 
Yet must thou hear a voice— Restore the dead ! 

Earth shall reclaim her precious things £rom thee ! — 
Restore the dead, thou sea ! 
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BRING FLOWERS. 



Bring flowers, yonng flowers, for the festal board, 

To wreathe the cup ere the wine is pour'd ; 

Bring flowers ! they are springing in wood and vale. 

Their breath floats out on the southern gale. 

And the touch of the sunbeam hath waked the rose. 

To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 

Bring flowers to strew in the conqueror's path — 
He hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrath ! 
He comes with the spoils of nations back. 
The vines lie crush'd in his chariot's track. 
The turf looks red where he won the day — 
Bring flowers to die in the conqueror*s way ! 
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Bring flowers to the captive's lonely cell, 
Tliey have tales of the joyous woods to tell ; 
Of the free hlue streams, and the glowing sky, 
And the hright world shut from his languid eye ; 
They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours, 
And a dream of his youth — bring him flowers, wild 
flowers ! 

Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear ! 

They were bom to blush in her shining hair. 

She is leaving the home of her childhood's mirth, 

She hath bid farewell to her father's hearth, 

Her place is now by another's side — 

Bring flowers for the locks of the fair young bride ! . 

Bring flowers, pale flowers, o'er the bier to shed, 
A crown for the brow of the early dead ! 
For this through its leaves hath the white rose burst. 
For this in the woods was the violet nurs'd ! 
Though they smile in vain for what once was ours, 
They are love's last gift — ^bring ye flowers, pale flowers! 



206 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

Bring flowers to the shrine where we kneel in prayer, 
They are nature's offering, their place is there! 
They speak of hope to the fainting heart, 
With a voice of promise they come and part, 
They sleep in dust through the wintry honrs. 
They break forth in glory — ^bring flowers, bright 
flowers I 
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THE CRUSADER'S RETURN. 



Alas ! the mother that him bare, 
If the had been in presence there, 
In his wan cheeks and sunburnt hair, 

She had not known her child. 

Marmion. 



Rest, pOgrim, rest !--4lioii'rt from the Syrian land, 

Thou'rt from the wild and wondrons east, I know 

By the long-withered palm-branch in thy hand, 
And by the darkness of thy sunburnt brow. 

Alas I the bright, the beautiful, who part. 

So full of hope, for that far country's bourne ! 

Alas I the weary and the chang'd in heart. 
And dimm'd in aspect, who like thee return ! 
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Thoa'rt faint — stay, rest thc^ from thy toils at last : 

Through the high chestnuts lightly plays the hreezef, 
The stars gleam out^ the Ave hour is pass'd. 

The sailor's hymn hath died along the seas. 
Thou'rt faint and worn — ^hear'st thou the fountain 
welling 

By the grey pillars of yon ruin*d shrine ? 
Seest thou the dewy grapes, before thee swelling ? 

— He that hath left me train'd that loaded vine ! 

He was a child when thus the bower he wove, 

(Oh ! hath a day fled since his childhood's time?) 
That I might sit and hear the sound I love, 

Beneath its shade — ^the convent's vesper-chime* 
And sit thou there ! — ^for he was gentle ever, 

With his glad voice he would have welcomed thee, 
And brought fresh fruits to cool thy parch'd lips' fever — 

There in his place thou'rt resting — ^where is he ? 
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If I could hear that laughing voice again, 

But once again ! — how oft it wanders by, 
In the still hours, like some remember'd strain. 

Troubling the heart with its wild melody I — 
Thou hast seen much, tired pilgrim ! hast thou seen 

In that far land, the chosen land of yore, 
A youth — ^my Guide — with the fiery mien. 

And the dark eye of this Italian shore ? 

The dark, dear, lightning eye ! — on Heaven and earth 

It smiled — as if man were not dust it smiled ! 
The very air seem'd kindling with his mirth. 

And I — my heart grew young before my child i 
My blessed child I — I had but him — yet he 

Fill'd all my home ev'n with o'erflowing joy. 
Sweet laughter, and wild song, and footstep free — 

Where is he now ? — ^my pride, my flower, my boy ! 



SlM 



fcis fan e hcad wwe 

I kaewtkew v^iMds Mgfcft bekis woridBO morel 
He l0r*d Bfr— Wl ke left Me !— Ikos tfej grm 

kmre rar'd, wak^*d, UenTd, too modi 
! 

He heard tke trampet of tke Bcd-Gnifis Uow, 
Asd bomded from me witk bis firtiMr's sword ! 



*— I tiemUe— tbon bmik seen ^kte 
PigjMii y m Uoodr tnf ; iht joaag and £ur, 
Witk Ikeir pale beantj stzewin^ o'er tke plain 

Wkere kosts kare met — apeak ! answer ! — ^was he 



Okl kadi kis smile dialled F-'^^-Coald tke grare 
Sknt o'er Ikose knrsta of laigktand tan^ess glee ?• 

No ! I sbaU yet bek<dd kis daik locks wa^e — 
Tkat look ^res ki^e— I knew it could not be ! 
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Still weep'st thon, wanderer ?— some fond mother's 

glance 
O'er thee too brooded in thine early years — 

Think'st thou of her, whose gentle eye, perchance," 
Bath'd all thy faded hair with parting tears ? 

Speak, for thy tears dlstnrb me ! — what art thou ? 
Why dost thou hide thy face, yet weeping on ? 

Look up !— oh I is it — that wan cheek and brow !— 

Is it — alas I yet joy I — my son, my son I 
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THEKLA'S SONG; OR, THE VOICE 
OF A SPIRIT. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER. 



This song is said to haye been composed by Schiller in answer 
to the inquiries of his friends respecting the fate of TheJdaf whose 
beautiful character is withdrawn from the tragedy of ** Wallen- 

8tein*s Death,*' after her resolution to yisit the grave of her 

lover is made known. 



-" *Tis not merely 



The human being*s pride that peoples space 
With life and mystical predominance ; 
Since likewise for the stricken heart of hoe 
This visible nature, and this common world. 
Are all too narrow.** 

Cokridge^s Translation of WoUenstein. 
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THEKLA'S SONG; OR, THE VOICE 
OF A SPIRIT. 



Ask'st thou my home ? — ^my pathway wouldst thou 
know, 

When from thine eye my floating shadow pass'd ? 
Was not my work fulfilled and closed below ? 

Had I not liv'd and lov'd ? — my lot was cast. 

Wouldst thou ask where the nightingale is gone, 

That melting into song her soul away, 
Gave the spring-breeze what witch'd thee in its tone ? — 

But while she lov'd, she liv'd, in that deep lay I 
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Tliink'st Uiou my lieut its lost one hath not found?— 
Yes ! we are one, oh ! trost me, we have met, 

Where nought again may part what love hath bonnd, 
Where fiJls no tear, and whispers no regreU 

There shalt tkou find na, there with ns be blest, 
If as our loTe My love is pure and true I 

There dwells my father,* sinless and at rest. 
Where the fierce murderer may no more pursue. 

And well he fedis, no error of the dost 

Drew to the stars of Heaven his mortal ken. 

There it is with us, eT*n as is our trust, 
He that believes, is near the holy then. 

There shall each feeling beautiful and high, 
Keep the sweet promise of its earthly day ; — 

Oh ! fear thou not to dream with waking eye ! 
There lies deep meaning oft in childish play. 

* WallensteiD. 
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THE REVELLERS. 



Ring, joyous chords ! — ^ring out again ! 

A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 

They are here-— the fair face and the careless heait, 

And stars shall wane ere the mirthful part. — 

But I met a dimly mournful glance, 

In a sudden turn of the flying dance ; 

I heard the tone of a heavy sigh, 

In a pause of the thrilling melody ! 

And it is not well that wo should breathe 

On the bright spring-flowers of the festal wreath !— * 

Ye that to thought or to grief belong, 

Leare, leave the hall of song ! 
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Ring, joyous chords ! — ^but who art thou 
With the shadowy locks o*er thy pale, young brow, 
And the world of dreamy gloom that lies 
In the misty depths of thy soft dark eyes ? 
Thou hast lov'd, fair girl ! thou hast lor'd too well ! 
Thou art mourning now o'er a broken spell ; 
Thou hast pour'd thy heart's rich treasures forth, 
And art unrepaid for their priceless worth ! 
Mourn on ! — yet coibe thou not here the while, 
It is but a pain to see thee smile ! 
There is not a tone in our songs for thee — 
Home with thy sorrows flee ! 

Ring, joyous chords ! — ^ring out again ! — 
But what dost thou with the Revel's train ? 
A silvery voice through the soft air floats, 
But thou hast no part in the gladdening notes ; 
There are bright young faces that pass thee by. 
But they fix no glance of thy wandering eye ! 
Away ! there's a void in thy yearning breast, 
Thou weary man ! wilt thou he re find rest ? 
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Away ! for thy thoughts from the scene hare fled, 
And the love of ihy spirit is with the dead ! 
Thon art hut more lone midst the sounds of mirth — 
Back to thy silent hearth ! 

Ring, joyous chords ! — ^ring forth again ! 

A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! — 

But ihou^ though a reckless mien he thine, 

And thy cup he crown'd with the foaming wine. 

By the fitful bursts of thy laughter loud, 

By thine eye's quick flash through its troubled doud, 

I know thee ! — it is but the wakeful fear 

Of a haunted bosom that brings thee here ! 

I know thee ! — ^thou fearest the solemn night. 

With her piercing stars and her deep wind's might ! 

There's a tone in her voice which thou fain wouldst 

shun, 
For it asks what the secret soul hath done ! 
And thou — there's a dark weight on thine— away ! — 
Back to thy home and pray ! 
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Ring, joyous chords I — ring out again ! 
A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 
And bring fresh wreaths! — we will banish all 
Save the free in heart frt>m onr festiye halL 
On ! through the mace of the fleet dance, on ! — 
But where are the young and the lovdy ? — gone ! 
Where are the brows with the red rose crown'd. 
And the floating forms with the bright zone bound ? 
And the waving locks and the flying feet, 
That still should be where the mirthful meet ! — 
They are gone — ^they are fled — ^fiiey are parted all- 
Alas ? the forsaken haD ! 
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THE CD9:<}rEBOVS SLEET. 



thyliiiiiri^rfd! 
Yes! ihMartlhae^ifMtfcytedkkrlpiig:, 
WiAtkcMftwi^wdatBi Mil Agei igtw if :, 
Thoa duef «f kirt^ wkw tiMipct shikcs tfe verid I 
Sleep wUle tke babe deeps en its ■wlker^s bieeel— 
Oh! gtmigieiiii^t— tetiioB tooart afcrall 

Stilfaieis lialli imoolli'd thy hrow. 
And now might love keep timid vigili by thee, 
Now might the foe with stealthy foot draw nigh thee, 
Alike nnoonscions and defenceless thou I 
Tread lightly, watchers I-«now the fieh) is won, 
Break not the rest of natore's weary son ! 
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Perchance some lovely dream 
Back from the stormy fight thy sonl is beariDg, 
To the green places of thy boyish daring, 
And ail the windings of thy native stream ; — 
Why, this were joy ! — ^upon the tented plain, 
Dream on, thou Conqueror I — ^be a child again ! 

But thou wilt wake at mom. 
With thy strong passions to the conflict leaping, 
And thy dark, troubled thoughts all earth o'ersweeping ; 
So wilt thou rise, oh I thou of woman bom ! 
And put thy terrors on, till none may dare 
Look upon thee— the tired one, slumbering there ! 

Why, so the peasant sleeps 
Beneath his vine ! — and man must kneel before thee, 
And for his birthright vainly still implore thee ! 
Shalt thou be stay'd because thy brother weeps ? — 
Wake ! and forget that 'midst a dreaming world. 
Thou hast lain thus, with all thy banners furl'd ! 
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Forget that thon, ey'n thoD, 
Hast feebly sliiYer'd when the wind pass'd o'er thee. 
And sank to rest npon the earth which bore thee. 
And felt the night-dew chiU thy fever'd brow I 
TVake with the tnimpet> with the spear preii on I— 
Yet shall the dost take home its mortal son. 
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OUR LADY'S WELL.* 



Fount of the woods ! tbott art hid no more^ 
From Heaven's dear eye, as in time of yore f 
For the roof hath sank from thy mossy walls> 
And the son's free glance on thy slmnher falls ; 
And the dim tree-shadows across thee pass. 
As the boughs are sway'd o'er thy silvery glass ; 
And the reddening leaves to thy breast are bk)wn> 
When the autumn wind hath a stormy tone ; 
And thy bubbles rise to the flashing rain — 
Bright Fount ! thou art nature's own again ! 



* A beautiful spring in the woods near St. Asaph, formerly co- 
vered in with a chapel, now in ruins. It was dedicated to the 
Virgin, and, according to Pennant, much the resort of pilgrims. 
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Fount of the vale ! thon art sought no more 
By the pilgrim's foot> as in time of yore, 
When he came from afar, his beads to tell. 
And to chant his hymn at Our Lady's Well. 
There is heard no Ave through thy bowers, 
Thou art gleaming lone 'midst thy water-flowers ! 
But the herd may drink from thy gushing wave, 

■ 

And there may the reaper his for^iead lave, 
And the woodman seeks thee not in vain — 
Bright Fount ! thou art nature's orwai again ! 

Fount of the Virgin's ruin'd shrine ! 

A voice that speaks of the past is thine ! 

It mingles the tone of a thoughtful sigh, 

With the notes that ring through the laughing sky ; 

'Midst the mirthful song of the summer bird. 

And the sound of the breeze, it will yet be heard !— - 

Why is it that thus we may gaze on thee. 

To the brilliant sunshine sparkling free ? — 

'Tis that all on earth is of Time's domain — 

He hath made thee nature's own agiun ! 



224 mSGELLANEOUS PIECES. 

Fount of the chapel with ages grey ! 
Thou art springing freshly amidst decay ! 
Thy rites are closed, and thy cross lies low, 
And the changeful hours breathe o'er thee now I 
Yet if at thine altar one holy thought 
In man's deep spirit of old hath wrought ; 
If peace to the mourner hath here been given. 
Or prayer, from a chasten'd heart, to Heaven, 
Be the spot still haUow'd while Time shall reign, 
Who hath made thee nature's own again ! 
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THE PARTING OF SUMMER. 



Thou'rt bearing hence thy roses. 

Glad Summer, fare thee well ! 
Thou'rt singing thy last melodies 

In every wood and delL 

But ere the golden sunset 

Of thy latest lingering day, 
Oh ! tell me, o'er this chequered earth, 

How hast thou pass'd away ? 

Brightly, sweet Summer I brightly 

Thine hours have floated by. 

To the joyous birds of the woodland boughs. 

The rangers of the sky. 

k2 
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Asd Imglitly in the forestB, 

To the wild deer wandering free ; 

And brightly, 'midst the gwden flowers. 
Is the happy munnnring bee : 

Bat how to hnman bosoms. 

With all thdr hopes and fears. 
And dionghts that make them eagle-wings. 

To pierce the imbom years? 

Sweet Summer ! to the captive 
Thon hast flown in bormng dreams 

Of the woods, with all thdr whimpering leaves. 
And the bine rejoiGing streams ; — 

To the wasted and the weary 

On the bed of sirlmess bonnd. 
In swift delirious flmtasies. 

That changed with every sound ; — 
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To the sailor on the billows^ 

In longinggy wild and vain, 
For the gushing founts and breezy hills, 

And the homes of earth again ! 

And unto me, glad Summer ! 

How hast thou flown to me ? 
Ml/ chainless footstep nought hath kept 

From thy haunts of song and glee. 

Thou hast flown in wayward visions, 

In memories of the dead — 
In shadows, from a troubled heart. 

O'er thy sunny pathway shed : 

In brief and sudden strivings, 

To fling a weight aside — 
'Midst these thy melodies have ceas'd^ 

And all thy roses died. 
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Bat> oh ! thou gentle Summer I 
If I greet tby flowers once more, 

Bring me again tbe buoyancy 
Wherewith my soul should soar ! 

Give me to hail thy sunshine, 
With song and spirit free ; 

Or in a purer air than this 
May that next meeting be ! 
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THE SONGS OF OUR FATHERS. 



-Sing aloud 



Old Songs, the precious Musie of the Heart 

WO&DSWOBTH. 



SiNo them upon the sunny hillsy 

When days are long and bright. 
And the blue gleam of shining rills 

Is loTeliest to the sight I 
Sing them along the misty moor, 

Where ancient hunters roy'd, 
And swell them through the torrent's roar, 

The songs our fathers lov'd ! 

The songs their souls rejoiced to hear, 
When harps where in the hall. 

And each proud note made lance and spear 
Thrill on the banner'd wall : 
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The songs that through our valleys green. 

Sent on from age to age, 
Like his own river's voice, have been 

The peasant's heritage. 

The reaper sings them when the vale 

Is fill'd with plomy sheaves ; 
The woodman, by the starlight pale, 

Cheer'd homeward through the leaves : 
And unto them the glancing oars 

A joyous measure keep. 
Where the dark rocks that crest our dhores 

Dash back the foaming deep. 



So let it be ! — a light they shed 

O'er each old fount and grove ; 
A memory of the gentle dead, 

A lingering spell of love. 
Murmuring the names of migbty men. 

They bid our streams roll on, 
And link high thoughts to every glen 

Where valiant deeds were done* 
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Teach them your children round the hearth, 

When evening-fires bum clear, 
And in the fields of harvest mirth, 

And on the hills of deer : 
So shall each unforgotten word, 

When far those lov'd ones roam. 
Call back the hearts which once it stirred. 

To childhood's holy home. 

The green woods of their native land 

Shall whisper in the strain. 
The voices of their household band» 

Shall breathe their names again ; 
The heathery heights in vision rise 

Where, like the stag, they rov'< 
Sing to your sons those melodies. 

The songs your fiithers loved I 
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THE WORLD IN THE OPEN AIR. 



Come, wkfle in freshness and dew it lies, 
To tibe world that is nnder the free, hlne skies ! 
Leare ye man's home, and forget his care- 
There hreathes no «gh on the dayspring's air. 

Come to the woods, in whose mossy dells 
A Ught all made for the poet dwells ; 
A Ught, coloured sofUy hy tender leares. 
Whence the primrose a mellower glow receives. 

The stock-dove is there in the heechen-tree, 
And the lulling tone of the honey-hee ; 
And the voice of cool waters 'midst feathery fern, 
Shedding sweet sounds from some hidden urn. 
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There is life, there is youth, there is tameless mirth, 
Where the streams, with the lilies they wear, have hirth; 
There is peace where the alders are whispering low: 
Come from man's dwellings, with all their wo ! 

Yes ! we will come-^we wiU leave hehind 
The homes and the sorrows of human kind ; 
It is well to rove where the river leads 
Its bright, blue vein along sunny meads : 

It is well through the rich, wild woods to go. 
And to pierce the haunts of the fawn and doe; 
And to hear the gushing of gentle springs. 
When the heart has been fretted by woildly stings : 

And to watch the colours that flit and pass. 
With insect-wings through the wavy grass ; 
And the silvery gleams o'er the ash-tree's bark. 
Borne in with a breeze through the foliage dark. 
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Joyous and far shaU our wanderings be, 
As the flighl of birds o'er the glittering sea ; 
To the woods, to the dingles where Yioletfi Uow> 
We will bear no memory of earthly wo. 

But if, by the forest-brook, we meet 
A line like the pathway of former feet ; — 
If, 'midst the hills, in some lonely spot, 
We reach the grey ruins of tower or cot ; — 

If the cell, where a hermit of old hath prayed, 
Lift up its cross through the solemn shade ; — 
Or if some nook, where the wild-flowers wave, 
Bear token sad of a mortal grave, — 

Doubt not but there will our stefxs be stayed. 
There our quick spirits awhile delayed ; 
There will thought fix our impatieat eyes. 
And win back our hearts to their sympathies. 
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For what, though the moimtains and skies be fair, 
Steep'd in soft hnes of the summer-air, — 
'Tis the soul of man, by its hopes and dreams, 
That lights up all nature with living gleams. 

Where it hath sufPer'd and nobly striven, 
Where it hath pour'd forth its vows to Heaveii; 
Where to repose it hath brightly past. 
O'er this green earth there is glory cast. 

And by that soul, amidst groves and rills. 
And flocks that feed on a thousand hiUs, 
Birds of the forest, and flowers of the sod» 
We, only toe, may be linked to Grod ! 
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KINDRED HEARTS. 



Oh I ask not, hope thoa not too much 

Of sympathy helow ; 
Few are the hearts whence one same tonch 

Bids the sweet foontains flow : 
Few — and hy still conflicting powers 

Forhidden here to meet — 
Sach ties wonld make this life of ours 

Too fjEur for anght so fleet. 

It may he that thy brother's eye 
Sees not as thine> which turns 

In snch deep reverence to the sky^ 
Where the rich sunset bums : 
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It may be that the breath of spring. 

Bom amidst violets lone, 
A raptm'e o'er thy soul can bring — 

A dream, to his unknown. 

The tune that speaks of other times — 

A sorrowful delight ! 
The melody of distant chimes, 

The sound of waves by night ; 
The wind that, with so many a tone. 

Some chord within can thrill, — 
These may have language all thine own, 

To him a mystery still. 

Yet scorn thou not for this, the true 
And steadfast love of years ; 

The kindly, that from childhood grew. 
The faithful to thy tears ! 
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If there be <me that o'er the dead 
Hath in thy grief borne party 

And watch'd through sickness by thy bed,- 
Call his a kindred heart ! 



Bat for those bonds all pofect made. 

Wherein bright spirits Uend, 
Like sister flowers of one sweet shade. 

With the same breeze that bend. 
For that foil bliss of thought allied, 

Never to mortals given, — 
Oh ! lay thy lovdiy dreams aside, 

Or lift them onto heaven. 
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rHE TRAVELLER AT THE SOURCE OF 

THE NILE. 



In sunset's light, o'er Afric thrown, 

A wanderer proudly stood 
Beside the weUnspring, deep and lone, 

Of Egypt's awful flood ; 
The cradle of that mighty hirth, 
So long a hidden thing to earth! 

He heard its life's first murmuring sound, 

A low mysterious tone ; 
A music sought, hut never found. 

By king^ and warriors gone ; 
He listened — and his heart heat high—* 
That was the song of victory ! 
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The rapture of a conqueror's mood 
Rush'd burning through his frame, — 

The depths of that green solitude 
Its torrents could not tame ; 

Though stillness lay, with eve's last smile — 

Round those far fountains of the Nile. 



Night came with stars : — across his soul 
There swept a sudden change. 

E'en at the pilgrim's glorious goal 
A shadow dark and strange 

Breathed from the thought, so swift to fall 

O'er triumph's hour — and is this all?* 



* A remarkable description of feelings thus flactuating firom tri- 
umph to despondency) is given in Bruce*s Abyssinian Travels. The 
buoyant exultation of his spirits on arriving at the source of the Niky 
was almost immediately succeeded by a gloom, which he thus pour- 
trays : << I was, at that very moment, in possession of what had for 
many years been the principal object of my ambition and wishes ; indi^ 
feience, which, from the usual . infirmity of httman nature, foQowB, 
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No more than this ! — ^what seem'd it now 

iFirst by that spring to stand ? 
A thousand streams of loTolier flow 

Bathed his own mountain land ! 
Whence far o'er waste and ocean track, 
Their wild, sweet voices called him back. 

They called him back to many a glade, 

His childhood's hannt of play. 
Where brightly through the beechen shade 

Their waters glanced away ; 
They called him, with their sounding waves. 
Back to his fathers' hills and graves. 



at leait for a tune, complete enjoyment, bad taken place of it. The 
marsh and the fountains of the Nile, upon comparison with the nae 
of many of our rivers, became now a trifling object in my sight. I 
remembered that magnificent scene in my own native country, where 
^ Tweed, Clyde, and Annan, rise in one hill. I began, in my sor- 
row, to treat the inquiry about the source of the Nile as a violent e£> 
fort of a distempered fimcy." 
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Bat darkly mingling with the thought 

Of each familiar scene. 
Rose up a fearful vision, fraught 

With all that lay hetween ; 
The Arah*s lance, the desert's gloom, 
The whirling sands, the red simoom ! 

Where was the glow of power and pride ? 

The spirit horn to roam ? 
His altered heart within him died 

With yearnings for his home ! 
All vainly struggling to repress 
That gush of painful tenderness. 

He wept — ^the stars of Afric's heaven 

Behold his bursting tears. 
E'en on that spot where fate had g^ven 

The meed of toiling years ! — 
Oh, happiness ! how far we flee 
Thine own sweet paths in search of thee ! 
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CASABIANCA.* 



The boy stood on the burning deck 
Whence all but he had fled ; 

The flame that lit the battle's wrecks 
Shone round him o*er the dead. 



Yet beautiful and bright he stood, 
As bom to rule the storm ; 

A creature of heroic blood, 

A proud, though child-like form. 



* Yoong CsMbianca, a boy about thirteen years old} son to the 
Admiral of the Orient, remained at his post (in the Battle of the 
Nile) after the ship had taken fire, and all the guns had been aban- 
doned ; and perished in the explosion of the vessdi when the flames 
had reached the powder. 
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The flames rolled on — ^he would not go. 
Without his Father's word; 

That Father, faint in death below, 
His voice no longer heard. 

He called aloud : — " Say, Father, say 

If yet my task is done ?** 
He knew not that the chieftain lay 

Unconscious of his son. 

" Speak, Father I" once again he cried, 

" If I may yet be gone I 
And" — ^but the booming shots replied. 

And fast the flames rolled on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath. 

And in his waving hair, 
And looked from that lone post of death, 

In still, yet brave despair. 
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And shonted but once more aloud, 

" My Father ! must I stay ?*' 
While o'er him fast, through sail and shroud, 

The wreathing fires made way. 

They wrapt the ship in splendour wild, 
They caught the flag on high, 
And streamed above the gallant child. 
Like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound—- 

The boy — oh I where was he ? 
Ask of the winds that far around 

With fragments strewed the sea ! — 

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair. 

That well had borne their part — 
But the noblest thing which perished there 

Was that young faithful heart I 
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THE DIAL OF FLOWERS* 



TwAR a lovely thought to mark the honrs^ 

As they floated in light away, 
By the opening and the folding flowers^ 

That langh to the summer's day. 

Thus had each moment its own rich hne» 

And its graceful cup and hell, 
In whose coloured yase might sleep the dewv 
Like a pearl in an ocean-sheH. 

To such sweet signs might the time have flowed 

In a golden current on, 
'Eire from the garden, man*s first ahode. 

The glorious guests were gone. 

* This dia] was, I believe, formed by Lmnseus, and marked the 
hours by the opening and dosing, at regular intervals, of the flowers 
arranged in it. 
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So might the days have been brightly told— 

Those days of song and dreams — 
When shepherds gather*d their flocks of old, 

By the blue Arcadian streams. 

m 

So in those isles of delight, that rest 

Far o£P in a breezeless main, 
WMch many a bark, with a weary quest. 
Has sought, but still in vain. 

Yet is not life, in its real flight, 

Mark'd thus— even thus — on earth. 

By the closing of one hope's delight. 
And another*s gentle birth ? 

Oh ! let us live, so that flower by flower. 

Shutting in turn, may leave 
A lingerer still for the sunset hour, 

A charm for the shaded eve. 
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OUR DAILY PATHS. 



Nought shall prevail against ns, or distnrb 
Our cheerful fidth, that all which we behold 
Is full of blessiiigs. 

WOKDSWOKTB. 



There's beanty all around our paths, if but our watchfiBl 

eyes 
Can trace it 'midst familiar thingSy and through thdr. 

lowly guise ; 
We may find it where a hedge-row showers its blossom's 

o'er our way, 
Or a cottage window sparkles forth in the last red light 

of day. 
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We may find it where a spring shines dear, beneath 
an aged tree, 

With the foxglove o'er the water's glass borne down- 
wards by the bee ; 

Or where a swift and sunny gleam on the birchen stems 
is thrown, 

As a soft wind playing parts the leaves, in copses green 
and lone. 



We may find it in the winter boughs, as they cross the 
cold, blue sky. 

While soft on icy pool and stream their jpencilled sha- 
dows lie. 

When we look upon their tracery, by the fairy firost- 
work bound, 

Whence the flitting redbreast shakes a shower of 
crystals to the ground. 



l2 
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Yes I beauty dwells in all our paths — ^but sorrow too is 

there ; 
How oft some doud within us dims the bright, still 

summer air ! 
When we cany our sick hearts abroad amidst the 

joyous things, 
That through the leafy phices glance on many-coloured 

wings! 

With shadows from the past we fill the happy wood- 
land shades, 

And a mournful memory of the dead is with us in the 
glades ; 

And our dream-like fancies lend the wind an echo's 
plaintive tone 

Of voices, and of melodies, and of silvery laughter gone. 

But are we free to do ev'n thus — to wander as we will- 
Bearing sad visions thrf ugh the grove, and o'er the 
breezy hill ? 
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No ! in oar daily paths lie cares, that ofttimes bind 

us fast, 
While from their narrow roond we see the golden day 

fleet past. 

They hold us from the woodlark's haunts, and violet 
dingles, back, 

And from all the lovely sounds and gleams in the 
shining river's track ; 

They bar us from our heritage of spring-time, hope, 
and mirth, 

And weigh our burdened spirits down with the cumber- 
ing dust of earth. 

Yet should this be ? — Too much, too soon, despond- 

ingly we yield I 
A better lesson we are taught by the lilies of the field! 
A sweeter by the birds of heaven — which tell us, in 

their flight. 
Of One that through the desert air for ever guides 

them right. 
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Shall not this knowledge calm onr hearti^ and bid yain 

conflicts cease ? 
Ay, when they commune with themselves in holy hours 

of peace ; 
And feel that by the lights and clouds through which 

our pathway lies, 
By the beauty and the grief alike, we are training for 

the skies! 
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THE CROSS IN THE WILDERNESS. 



Silent and mournfol sat an Indian chief, 

In the red sunset, hy a grassy tomh ; 
His eyes, that might not weep, were dark with grief. 

And his arms folded in majestic gloom, 
And his how lay unstrdng heneath the mound. 
Which sanctified the gorgeous waste around. 

For a pale cross ahove its greensward rose. 
Telling the cedars and the pines that there 

Man's heart and hope had struggled with his woes. 
And lifled from the dust a voice of prayer. 

Now all was hush'd — and Eve's last splendour shone 

With a rich sadness on th' attesting stone. 
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There came a lonely traveller o'er the wild. 
And he too paused in reverence by that grave, 

Asking the tale of its memorial, piled 
Between the forest and the lake's bright wave ; 

Till, as a wind might stir a withered oak, 

On the deep dream of age his accents broke. 

And the grey chieftain, slowly rising, said — 
" I listened for the words, which, years ago. 

Passed o*er these waters : though the voice is fled 
Which made them as a singing fountain's flow, 

Yet, when I sit in their long-faded track, 

Sometimes the forest's murmur gives them back. 

<< Ask'st thou of him, whose house is lone beneath ? 

I was an eagle in my youthful pride. 
When o'er the seas he came, with summer's breath. 

To dwell amidst us, on the lake's green side. 
Many the times of flowers have been since then — 
Many, but bringing nought like him again ! 
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<< Not with the hunter's how and spear he came, 
0*er the hlue hills to chase the flying roe ; 

Not the dark glory of the woods to tame, 
Laying their cedars like the corn-stalks low ; 

But to spread tidings of all holy things, 

Gladdening our souls, as with the morning's wings. 

" Doth not yon cypress whisper how we met, 
I and my brethren that from earth are gone. 

Under its boughs to hear his voice, which yet 

Seems through their gloom to send a silvery tone? 

He told of one, the grave's dark bands who broke. 

And our hearts burned within us as he spoke. 

<' He told of far and sunny lands, which lie 
Beyond the dust wherein our fathers dwell : 

Bright must they be ! — ^for there are none that die, 
And none that weep, and none that say < Farewell !' 

He came to guide us thither ; — but away 

The Happy call'd him, and he might not stay. 
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« We saw him slowly fade, — athirsty perchanGe, 
For the fresh waters of that lovely dime ; 

Yet was there still a sunbeam in his glance^ 
And on his gleaming hair no touch of timey^— 

Therefore we hoped : — ^but now the lake looks dim, 

For the green summer comes, — and finds not him ! 

" We gathered round him in the dewy hoar 
Of one still mom, beneath his chosen tree ; 

From his dear voice, at first, the words of power 
CSame low, like moanings of a distant sea ; 

But swell*d and shook the wilderness ere long, 

As if the spirit of the breeze grew strong. 

<' And then once more they trembled on his tongae. 
And his white eyelids fluttered, and his head 

Fell back, and mists upon his forehead hung, — 
Know'st thou not how we pass to join the dead ? 

It is enough I — he sank upon my breast — 

Our friend that lov'd us, he was gone to rest ! 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 257 

<< We buried him where he was wont to pray, 
By the cahn lake, e'en here, at eventide ; 

We rear'd this Cross in token where he lay, 
For on the Cross, he sud, his Lord had died I 

Now hath he snrely reach'd, o'er mount and wave, 

That flowery land whose green turf hides no grave. 

" But I am sad ! — I mourn the dear light taken 
Back from my people, o'er whose place it shone, 

The pathway to the better shore forsaken. 
And the true words forgotten, save by one. 

Who hears them faintly sounding from the past, 

Mingled with death-songs in each fitful blast." 

Then spoke the wanderer forth with kindling eye : — 
" Son of the wilderness ! despair thou not. 

Though the bright hour may seem to thee gone by. 
And the doud settled o'er thy nation's lot ! 

Heaven darkly works ; — ^yet where the seed hath^been 

There shall the fruitage, glowing yet, be seen. 
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" Hope on, hope ever ! — ^by the sndden springing 
Of green leaves which the winter hid so long ; 

And by the bursts of free, triumphant singing, 
After cold silent months, the woods among ; 

And by the rending of the frozen chains, 

Which bound the glorions rivers on their plains ; 

" Deem not the words of light that here were spoken, 

But as a lovely song to leave no trace. 
Yet shall the gloom which wraps thy hills be broken, 

And the full dayspring rise upon thy race ! 
And fading mists the better path disclose, 
And the wide desert blossom as the rose.'* 

So by the Cross they parted, in the wild, 
Each fraught with musings for life's after-day. 

Memories to visit one, the forest's child,' 
By many a blue stream in its lonely way ; 

And upon one, midst busy throngs to press 

Deep thoughts and sad, yet full of holiness. 
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LAST RITES. 



By the mighty minster's bell, 
Tolling with a sadden swell ; 
By the colours half-mast high, 
O'er the sea hung mournfully ; 

Know, a prince hath died ! 

By the drum's dull muffl'd sound, 
By the arms that sweep the ground, 
By the volleying muskets' tone, 
Speak ye of a soldier gone 

In his manhood's pride. 



LJ 



260 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

By the chanted psalm that fills 
Reverently the ancient hills,* 
Learn, that from his hanrests done, 
Peasants hear a brother on 
To his last repose. 



By the pall of snowy white 
Throngh the yew-trees gleaming bright ; 
By the garland on the bier, 
Weep I a maiden claims thy tear — 
Broken is the rose ! 

Which is the tenderest rite of all ? 
Buried virgin's coronal. 
Requiem o'er the monarch's head, 
Farewell gun for warrior dead, 

Herdsman's funeral hynm ? 



A custom still retained at rural funerals, in some parts of Eng- 
land and Wales. 
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Tells not each of human wo ! 
Ekush of hope and strength hronght low ? 
Nnmher each with holy things^ 
If one chastenmg thought it brings, 
Ere life's day grow dim ! 
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THE HEBREW MOTHER. 



The rose was in rich bloom on Sharon's plain, 
When a young niother, with her first-bom, thence 
Went up to Zion ; for the hoy was vow'd 
Unto the Temple service : — ^by the hand 
She led him^ and her silent soul, the while, 
Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye 
Met her sweet serious glance, rejoiced to think 
That aught so pure, so beautiful, was hers. 
To bring before her God. So pass'd they on. 
O'er Judah's hills ; and wheresoever the leaves 
Of the broad sycamore made sounds at noon. 
Like lulling rain-drops, or the olive boughs. 
With their cool dimness, cross*d the sultry blue 
Of Syria's heaven, she paused, that he might rest ; 
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Yet from her own meek eyelids ckas'd the sleep 

That weigh'd their dark fringe down, to sit and watch 

The crimson deepening o'er his cheek*s repose, 

As at a red flower s heart. And where a foont 

Lay like a twilight star 'midst palmy shades, 

Making its hank green gems along the wild, 

There, too, she lingered, from the diamond wave 

Drawing hright water for his rosy lips, 

And softly parting clusters of jet curls 

To hathe his hrow. At last the Fane was reach'd, 

The Earth's One Sanctuary — and rapture hush'd 

Her hosom, as before her, through the day. 

It rose, a mountain of white marble, steep'd 

In light, like floating gold. But when that hour 

Wan'd to the ^Etrewell moment, when the hoy 

Lifted, through rainbow-gleaming tears, his eye 

Beseechingly to hers, and half in fear 

Tum'd from the white-roVd priest, and round her arm 

Clung ev'n as joy clings — the deep spring-tide 

Of nature then swell'd high, and o'er her child 
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Bending, her soul broke forth, in mingled sonnds 
Of weeping and sad song^— »<< Alas I" she cried, 

" Alas ! my boy, thy gentle grasp is on me ; 
The bright tears qniver in thy pleading eyes, 

And now fond thoughts arise. 
And silver cords again to earth have won me ; 
And like a vine thou claspest my full heart — 

How shall I hence depart ? 

" How the lone paths retrace where thou wert playing 
So late, along the mountains, at my side ? 

^ And I, in joyons pride. 
By every place of flowers my course delaying, 
Wove, e*en as pearls, the lilies round thy hair. 
Beholding thee so £sur I 

'* And, oh I the home whence thy bright smile hath 

parted, 
"Will it not seem as if the sunny day 

Tum'd from its door away ? 
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WMle through its chambers wandering, weary-hearted, 
I languish for thy voice, which past me still, 
Went like a singing rill ? 

^^ Under the palm-trees thou no more shalt meet me. 
When from the fount at evening I return. 

With the full water-urn ; 
Nor will thy sleep*s low dove-like breathings greet me, 
As 'midst the silence of the stars I wake. 

And watch for thy dear sake. 

** And thou^ will slumber's dewy cloud fall round thee, 
Without thy mother's hand to smooth thy bed ? 

Wilt thou not vainly spread 
Thine arms, when darkness as a veil hath wound thee, 
To fold my neck, and lift up, in thy fear, 

A cry which none shall hear 



M 
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« Wliat ^ve I said, my child ? — Will He not hear thee, 
Who the young ravens heareth from their nest ? 

Shall He not guard thy rest, 
And, in the hush of holy midnight near thee, 
Breathe o'er thy soul, and fill its dreams with joy ?— 

Thou shalt sleep soft, my hoy. 

<< I gire thee to thy God — ^the God that gave thee, 
A well-spring of deep gladness to my heart ! 

And precious as thou art. 
And pure as dew of Hermon, He shall have thee. 
My own, my heautiful, my undefil'd ! 

And thou shalt he His child. 

« Therefore, farewell ! — I go, my «oul may fiul me, 
As the hart panteth for the water brooks, 

Yearning for thy sweet looks. — 
But thou, my first-born, droop not, nor bewail me ; 
Thou in the Shadow of the Rock shalt dwell. 

The Rock of Strength.— Farewell I" 
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THE WRECK. 



All night the booming minnte-gnn 

Had pealed along the deep> 
And moumfolly the rising son 

Looked o*er the tide-worn steep. 
A bark from India's coral strand, 

Before the raging blast, 
Had Tailed her topsails to the sand, 

And bowed her noble mast. 



The queenly ship I — brave hearts had striven, 
And true ones died with her ! — 

We saw her mighty cable riven, 
Like floating gossamer. 
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We saw her proad flag stmck that mom, 

A star once o'er the seas — 
Her anchor gone, her deck uptom — 

And sadder things than these I ' 

We saw her treasures cast away, — 

The rocks with pearls were sown, 
And strangely sad, the ruby's ray 

Flashed out o'er fretted stone. 
And gold was strewn the wet sands o'er, 

Like ashes by a breeze ; 
' And gorgeous robes — ^but oh ! that shore 

Had sadder things than these ! 

We saw the strong man still and low, 
A crush'd reed thrown aside ; 

Yet, by that rigid lip and brow. 
Not without strife he died. 
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And near him on the sea-weed lay — 

Till then we had not wept — 
But well our gushing hearts might say, 

That there a mother slept ! 

For her pale arms a babe had prest. 

With such a wreathing grasp. 
Billows had dash'd o'er that fond breast, 

Yet not undone the dasp. 
Her very tresses had been flung 

To wrap the fair chUd's form, 
Where still their wet long streamers hung. 

All tangled by the storm. 

And beautifiil, midst that wild scene, 

61eam*d up the boy's dead face, 
Like slumber's, trustingly serene. 

In melancholy grace. 



270 MIBGELLANEOUS PIECBS. 

Deep in her bosom lay his head, 
With half-drat violet eye — 

He had known little of her dread. 
Nought of her agony I 

Oh ! human love, whose yearning heart 

Through all things vainly true, 
So stamps upon thy mortal part 

Its passionate adieu. 
Surely thou hast another lot, 

There is some home for thee. 
Where thou shalt rest, remembering not 

The moaning of the sea I 
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THE TRUxMPET. 



The trumpet's Toice hath rous*d the land, 
Light up the beacon-pyre ! — 

A hundred hills have seen the brand, 
And wav'd the sign of fire. 

A hundred banners to the breeze, 
Their gorgeous folds have cast — 

And, hark ! was that the sound of seas ? 
— A king to war went past. 

ft 
The chief is arming in his hal]. 

The peasant by his hearth ; 

The mourner hears the thrilling call. 

And rises from the earth. 
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The mother on her first-born son. 

Looks with a boding eye — 
They come not back, though all be won. 

Whose young hearts leap so high. 

The bard hath ceas*d his song, and bound 

Tlie falchion to his side ; 
E'en for the marriage altar crown'd. 

The lover quits his bride. 
And all this haste, and change, and fear> 

By earthly clarion spread ! — 
How will it be when kingdoms hear 

The blast that wakes the Dead ? 
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EVENING PRAYER, 



> 



AT A GIRLS SCHOOL. 



Now in thy youth, beseech of Him 

Who giveth, upbraiding not ; 
That his light in thy heart become not dim, 

And his love be unforgot ; 
And thy God, in the darkest of days, will be, 
Greenness, and beauty, and strength to thee. 

Bernard Bartok. 



Hush I 'tis a holy hour — ^the quiet room 
Seems like a temple, while yon sofit lamp sheds 

A faint and starry radiance, through the gloom 
And the sweet stillness, down on fair young heads. 

With all their clustering locks, untouched by care. 

And bowed, asflowers are bowed with night, in prayer. 

M 2 
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Gaie on — 'tis lovely ! — Childhood's lip and cheek, 
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought — 

Gaie — yet what seest thou in those fair, and meek, 
And fragile things, as but for sunshine wrought ? — 

Thou seest what Grief must nurture for the sky, 

What Death must £uhion for Eternity ! 

Oh ! joyous creatures ! that will sink to rest. 
Lightly, when those pure orisons are done. 

As birds with slumber's honey-dew opprest, 
'Midst the dim folded leaves, at set of sun — 

Lift up your hearts ! though yet no sorrow lies 

Dark in the summer-heaven of those clear eyes. 

Though fresh within your breasts th' untroubled springs 
Of Hope make melody where'er ye tread. 

And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from the wings 
Of spirits visiting but youth, be spread—- 

Yet in those flute-like voices, mingling low, 

Is woman's tenderness — how soon her wo I 



MISCELLANEOUS FIEGE8. 275 

Her look is on you — silent tears to weep, 

And patient smiles to wear through suffering's hour, 

And sumless riches, from affection's deep, 
To pour on broken reeds — a wasted shower ! 

And to make idols, and to find them day, 

And to bewail that worship — therefore pray ! 

Her lot is on you — ^to be found untir'd. 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pain, 

With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspir'd. 
And a true heart of hope, though hope be rain ; 

Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay, 

And, oh I to love through all things— ^therefore pr&y ! 

And take the thought of this calm vesper time, 
With its low murmuring sounds and silvery light. 

On through the dark days fading from their prime. 
As a sweet dew to keep your souls from blight ! 

Earth will forsake — oh I happy to have given 

Th' unbroken heart's first fragrance unto Heaven. 



THE HOCK OF DEATH, 






Aai AivmR t» widwr at tke MHtk-wind's liraitb, 
JBBt idi i^vrnm §9t tyae own, oh! Death. 



DaT B im iMttal cttre, 
Etik im gbd ttli i ^A round die joyous hearth, 

Nigku lor die dnHOBSof sleep, die Toke of prayer- 
Bat aU lor d«e, tho« M^ghdesl of the earth. 
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The banquet hath its hoar, 
Its feverish hour, of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There comes a day for griefs o'erwhelming power, 
A time for softer tears — ^bat all are thine. 

Youth and the opening rose 
May look like things too glorious for decay, 

And smQe at thee — ^but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripen'd bloom to seize their prey. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set — ^but all. 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 

We know when moons shall wane, 
When summer birds from far shall cross the sea. 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain — 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee ! 
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Is it when spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 
Is it when roses in our path's grow pale ? — 
They have one season — all are ours to die ! 

Thou art where hillows foam, 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 
And the world calls us forth — and thou art there. 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest — 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set — but all. 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 
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THE LOST PLEIAD. 



"Like the lost Pleiad seen no more below."— Btrok. 



And is there glory from the heavens departed ?— > 
Oh ! void unmark'd I — thy sisters of the sky 
Still hold their place on high, 

Though from its rank thine orh so long hath started. 
Thou, that no more art seen of mortal eye I 

Hath the night lost a gem, the regal night ? 

She wears her crown of old magnificence. 
Though thou art exLL'd thence — 
No desert seems to part those urns of light, 

*Midst the far depths of purple gloom intense. 
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They rise in joy, the starry myriads bumiDg — 
The shepherd greets th^n on his mountains free ; 
And from the silvery sea 

To them the sailor's wakefrd eye is taming — 
Unchang'd they rise, they hare not moum'd for thee. 

Conldst thou be shaken firom thy radiant place, 
Ehr*n as a dew-drop firom the myrtle spray, 
Swept by the wind away ? 

Wert thou not peopled by some glorions race, 
And was there power to smite th^n with decay ? 

Why, who shaQ talk of thrones, of sceptres riyen ? — 
Bow*d be onr hearts to think on what toe are. 
When frt)m its height afiir 

A world sinks thos — and yon majestic heaven 
Shines not the less for that one vanish'd star ! 
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THE CLIFFS OF DOVER. 



The inviolate Idand of the sage and free. 

Bteoit. 



Rocks of my country ! let the doud 
Your crested heights array. 

And nse ye like a fortress proud. 
Above the surge and spray ! 

My spirit greets you as ye stand. 
Breasting the billow's foam : 

Oh ! thus for ever guard the land. 
The sever'd Land of Home I 
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I have left rich blue skies behind, 
Lighting up classic shrines, 

And music in the southern wind, 
And sunshine on the vines. 



The breathings of the myrtle flowers, 

Have floated o'er my way ; 
The pilgrim's voice, at vesper-hours, 

Hath soothed me with its lay. 

The Isles of Greece, the Hills of Spain, 
The purple Heavens of Rome, — 

Yes, all are glorious ; — ^yet again, 
I bless thee, Land of Home I 

For thine the Sabbath peace, my land ! 

And thine the g^uarded hearth ; 
And thine the dead, the noble band, 

That make thee holy earth* 
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Their voices meet me in thy breeze, 

Their steps are on thy plains ; 
Their names, by old majestic trees, 

Are whispered romid thy fanes. 

Their blood hath mingled with the tide 

Of thine exulting sea : 
Oh ! be it still a joy, a pride, 

To live and die for thee I 
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THE GRAVES OF MARTYRS. 



The kings of old hare slirine and tomb, 
In many a miuster*s haughty gloom ; 
And green, along the ocean side, 
The mounds arise where heroes died ; 
But show me, on thy flowery breast. 
Earth ! where thy nameless martyrs rest ! 

The thousands that, uncheer'd by praise, 
Hare made one ofiering of their days ; 
For Truth, for Heaven, for Freedom's sake, 
Resign'd the bitter cup to take, 
And silently, in fearless faith. 
Bowing their noble souls to death. 
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Where sleep they, Earth ?-^hy no proud stone 

Their narrow couch of rest is known ; 

The still sad glory of their name, 

Hallows no mountain unto Fame ; 

No — not a tree the record bears 

Of their deep thoughts and lonely prayers. 

Yet haply all around lie strew'd 

The ashes of that multitude : 

It may be that each day we tread, 

Where thus devoted hearts have bled, 

And the young flowers our children sow, 

Take root in holy dust below. 

Oh I that the many-rustling leaves, 
Which round our homes the summer weaves, 
Or that the streams, in whose glad voice 
Our own familiar paths rejoice. 
Might whisper through the starry sky. 
To tell where those blest slumberers lie ! 

1 
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Would not our inmost hearts be stiU'd, 
With knowledge of their presence fill'd, 
And by its breathiDgs taught to priae 
The meekness of self-sacrifice ? 
— But the old woods and sounding waves 
Are silent of those hidden graves. 

Yet what if no light footstep there 
In pilgrim love and awe repair. 
So let it be ! — ^like him, whose day 
Deep buried by his Maker lay, 
They sleep in secret, — ^but their sod, 
Unknown to man, is mark'd of Grod ! 
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 



Pregar, pregw, pregai, 
Ch* altro ponno i mortali al piaoger nati? 

Alfuuu. 



Child, amidst the flowers at play^ 
While the red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye, 
Ever following silently ; 
Father, by the breeze of eve 
Call'd thy harvest work to leave ; 
Pray — ere yet the dark hours be. 

Lift the heart and bend the knee ! 

2 
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Traveller, in the stranger's land, 
Far from thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone ; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee ! 



Warrior, that from battle won 
Breathest now at set of sun ; 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain 
Weeping on his burial-plain ; 
Thou, the weary and o'erworn ; 
Thou, whose hope hath wings of mom ; 
Heaven's first star alike ye see— 
Lift; the heart and bend the knee ! 
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B VOICE OF HOME TO THE PRODIGAL. 



Von BEumeny aiu WeUen, tamMvuBtn, 
Wie ruft es dir freundlich und lind ; 
Was hast du zu wandeni, zu trauern.? 
Komoii' spielea, da freimdUcbes Kind ! 

La Motie Fouque. 



Oh ! when wilt thou return 

To thy spirit's early loves ? 
To the freshness of the mom. 

To the stillness of the grored ? 

The summer-birds are caHiu^ 
Thy household porch aitrand) 

And the merry watersfyiing, 

With sweet laughter in their sound. 

N 
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And a thousand bright-Tein'd flowers 
From their banks of moss and fern, 

Breathe of the sunny hours — 
But when wilt thou return ? 



Oh ! thou hast wandered long 
From thy home without a guide, 

And thy native woodland song, 
In thine alter'd heart hath died. 

Thou hast flung the wealth away, 
And the glory of thy spring ; 

And to thee the leaves' light play, 
Is a long-forgotten thing. 

But when wilt thou return ? — 

4 

Sweet dews may freshen soon 
The flower, within whose urn 
Too fiercely gazed the noon. 
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O'er the image of the sky, 
Which the lake's dear bosom wore, 

Darkly may shadows lie — 
But not for erermore. 

Give back thy heart again, 

To the freedom of the woods, 
To the birds' trimnphant strain, 

To the mountain solitudes ! 



But when wilt thou return ? 

Along thine own pure air, 
There are young sweet .voices borne-— 

Oh ! should not thine be there ? 

Still at thy father's board 
There is kept a place for thee. 

And, by thy smile restored, 
Joy round the hearth shall be. 
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Still hath thy mother's eye, 
Thy ooming step to greet, 

A, look of days gone by, 
Tender and gravely sireet. 

Still, when the porayer is said. 
For thee kind bosoms yearn,— 

For thee fond tears are shed— 
Oh ! when wilt thou return ? 
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THE WAKENING. 



How many thousands are wakening now ! 
Some to the songs from the forest-bough^ 
To the rustling of leaves at the lattice-pane, 
T-o llie chiming fall of the early ram. 

And some far out on the deep midnsea. 
To the dash of the waves in their foaming glee, 
As they break into spray on the ship's tall side, 
That holds through the tumult her path of pride. 
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And some— oh ! well may their hearts rejoice — 
To the gentle sound of a mother's voice ! 
Long shall they yearn for that kindly tone, 
When from the hoard and the hearth 'tis gone. 

And some in the camp, to the bugle's breath, 
And the tramp of the steed on the echoing heath, 
And the sudden roar of the hostile gun. 
Which teUs that a field must ere night be won. 

And some, in the gloomy convict-cell. 

To the dull deep note of the warning bell. 

As it heavily calls them forth to die. 

When the bright sun mounts in the laughing sky. 

And some to the peal of the hunter's horn, 
And some to the din from the city borne. 
And some to the rolling of torrent-floods, 
Far midst old mountains and solemn woods. 
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So are we rous'd on this chequer'd earth, 
Each unto light hath a daily birth,' 
Though fearful or joyous, though sad or sweet, 
Are the Toices which first our upspringing meet. 

But one must the sound be, and oTie the call, • 
Which from the dust shall awake us all, 
One— -but to sever'd and distant dooms — 
How shall the sleepers arise from the tombs ? 
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THE BREEZE FROM SHORE. 



Poetry reveals to as the loveliness of nature, brings back the 
freshness of youthful feeling, reyives the reUsh of simple pleasiures» 
keeps unquenched the enthusiasm which warmed liie wpaag-'^ait 
of our being, refines youthful love, strengthens our interest in hu- 
man nature, by vivid delineations of its tenderest and loftiest feel- 
ings, and, through the brightness of its prophetic visions, helps 
£uth to lay hold on the future life. — Channing. 



Joy is upon the lonely seas 
WTien Indian forests pour 
Forth to the billow and the breeze 
Their odours from the shore ; 
Joy, when the soft air's fanning sigh 
Bears on the breath of Araby* 
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Oh ! welcome are the winds that tell 

A wanderer of the deep, 
Where, far away, the jasmines dwdl, 
And where the m jrrh^trees weep ! 
Blest, on the sounding surge and foam. 
Are tidings of the citron's home ! 

The sailor at the hehn they greet, 

And hope his bosom stirs, 
Upspringing, midst the waves, to greet 
The fair earth's messengers. 
That woo him, from the moaning main, 
Back to her glorious bowers again. 

They woo him, whispering lovely tales 

Of many a flowering glade. 
And fount's bright gleam in island vales 

Of golden^fruited shade ; 

Across his lone ship's wake they bring 

A vision and a glow of spring. 

n2 
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And oh ! ye masters of the lay. 

Come not ev*n thus your songs 
That meet us on life's weary way^ 
Amidst her toiling throngs ? 
Yes I o'er the spirit thus they bear 
A current of celestial air. 



Their power is from the brighter dime 

That in our birth hath part ; 
Their tones are of the world, which time 
Sears not within the heart ; 
They tell us of the living light 
In its green places ever bright. 

They call us, with a roice divine) 

Back to our early love^ — 
Our vows of youth at many a shriney 

Whence far and fast we rove : — 

Welcome high thought and holy strain 
That make us Truth's and Heaven's again I 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 299 



THE DYING IMPROVISATORE.* 



My heart shall be poar'd over thee— «nd break. 

TrofhiKy of Daniit, 



The spirit of my land ! 
It visits me once more ! — though I must die 
Far from the myrtles which thy hreeze hath fann'd. 

My own bright Italy ! 

It is, it is thy breath. 
Which stirs my soul e'en yet, as wavering flame 
Is shaken by the wind ; — in life and death 

Still trembling, yet the same ! 

* Seatini, the Roman Improyiaatore, when on hia death-bed at 
Paris, is said to have ponied forth a Farewell to Italy, in his most 
impasnoned poetry. 



Ok ! ^bat lore's qfueBcUes power 
lligki wait my Toioe to fiD thj smmner sky; 
Amd tkrowk thy pvres its dyin^ music shower, 

Italr! Italr! 

The m^tiii^mie k there. 
The smheam'e ^I gwr , the citw m i ew rm^ s p ci fum e. 
The sonth-wnMrs whi^wr in the sooited air — 

It win not pieree the tomb ! 

Nerer, oh ! nera* more. 
On thy Rome's pnrple hearen mine eye shall dwell. 
Or watch the bright wares mdt along thy shore— 

My Italy, fi^ewdl ! 

Alas ! — thy hills among. 
Had I bnt left a memory of my name. 
Of love and grief one deep^ troe^ feryent song. 

Unto immortal fame ! 
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But like a late's brief iaoBy 
Like a rose-odour en tiie breeaes cast, 

I 

Like a swift flush of 4iayspring, seen and gone. 
So hath my ipirit pass'd ! 

Pouring itself away, 
As a wild bird amidst the £»liage turns 
That which within him triumphsy beats, <Mr burm, 

Into a fleeting lay ; 

That swells, and floats, and dies. 
Leaving no echo to the summer woods 
Of the rich breathings aad impassioa'd sighs, 

Which thrill'd their solitudes. 

Yet, yet remember me ! 
Friends ! that upon its murmurs oft have hung. 
When from my bosom, joyously and free. 

The fiery fountain sprung. 



902 MiscBUjarsors pieces. 



Unda- the duk rich hlne 
Of midulght hemrenSy and on the stmr-lit sea. 
And when woods kindle into spring's first hne. 

Sweet fiiends ! ranonber me ! 

And in the marine haDs, 
Where life's foQ glow the dreams of beauty wear. 
And poet-thoD^ts embodied light the waDs» 
Let me be with yon thoe ! 

Fkin wonid I bind for yon 
My memory with aQ glorions things to dwell ; 
lin bid aQ lovely sounds my name renew — 
Sweet firiendsy bright land, ferewett ! 
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MUSIC OP YESTERDAY. 



O ! mein Geist, ich fiihle es in mir, ttrebt nach etwai Ueberir- 
diachem, das keinem Menschen gegonnt ist.—- Tieck. 



The chord, the harp's fall chord is hush'd. 

The voice hath died away, 
Whence music, like sweet waters, gnsh'd, 

But yesterday. 

Th' awakening note, the hreeze-like swell, 

The full o'ersweeping tone, 
The sounds that sigh'd << Farewell, farewell !" 

Are gone— 4dl gone. 
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Tlie lore, whose fervent gpirit pass'd 
With the rich measure's flow ; 

The griefy to which it sank at hist — 
Where are they now ? 

Tliey 9ie with the scents, hy summer's hreath 
Borne from a rose now shed ; 

With die words fitmi lips hmg seaTd in death — 
For ever fled. 



The sea-sheU of its native deep 
A moaning thrill retains, 

Bnt earth and air no record keep 
Of parted strains. 

And all the memories, all the dreams, 
They woke in floating hy ; 

The tender thoughts, di' Elyrian gleams— 
Conid these too die ? 
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They died — as on the water's breast 

The ripple melts away, 
When the breeze that stirr'd it sinks to rest — 

So perish'd they I 

Mysterious in their snddea birth. 

And mournful in their close, 
Passing, and finding not on earth 

Aim or repose. 

Whence were they ? — ^like the breath of flowers 

Why thus to come and go ? — 
A long, long journey must be ours 

Ere this we know ! 
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THE FORSAKEN HEARTH. 



Was mir fehlt ?— Mir feblt ja alles. 
Bin 80 gtni verlassen hier ! 

TSfrokaeMdody. 



The Hearth, the Hearth is desolate, the fire is quench'd 

and gone, 
That into happy children's eyes once brightly laughing 

shone; 
The place where mirth and music met is hosh'd throogb 

day and night,^- 
Oh ! for one kind, one smmy fieu^, of all that there made 

light! 
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But scatter'd are those pleasant smiles afar by mount 

and shore. 
Like gleaming waters from one spring dispersed to meet 

no more ; 
Those kindred eyes reflect not now each other's joy or 

mirth, 
Unbound is that sweet wreath of home— alas! the 

lonely Hearth ! 

The voices that have mingled here now speak another 

tongue, 
Or breathe, perchance, to alien ears the songs their 

mother sung : < 
Sad, strangely sad, in stranger lands, must sound each 

household tone, — 
The Hearth, the Hearth is desolate, the bright fire 

quench'd and gone. 
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But are they tpealdiig, singing yet^ a> vi thttr dayi ef 

glee ? 
Those voices, are they lovely still, still sweet on eaiik 

or sea ? — 
Oh ! some are hnsh'd, and some are changed, and nevw 

shall one strain 
Blend their fraternal cadences trinmpbaotly again ! 

And of the hearts that here were link'd by long-re- 

memfoer'd years, 
Alas ! the brother knows not now when Ml the sister's 

tears! 
One haply revels at the feast, while one may droop alone, 
For broken is the honseh^dd chain, the bxaght fire 

quench'd and gone 1 

Not so — 'tis not a broken diain — thy memory binds 

them still. 
Thou holy Hearth of other days, though silent now and 

chiU! 
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The smiles, the tears, the rites beheld by thine attest- 
ing Stone, 

Have yet a living power to mark thy children for thine 
own. 

The father's vpice, the mother's prayer, though call'd 

from earth away, 
With mnsic rising from the dead, their spirits yet shall 

sway ; 
And by the past, and by the grave, the parted yet are 

one, 
Though the lov'd Hearth be desolate, the bright fire 

quench'd and gone ! 
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THE DREAMER. 



There is no such thing as forgeUing poenble to the mind ; a 

thousand accidents may, and will, interpose a veil between onr 

present consciousness, and tiie secret inscription on the mind ; 

but alike, whether veiled or unveiled, the inscription remains for 

ever. 

English Opium-Eatkr. 

Thou hast been calFd, O, Sleep ! the friend of wo. 
But 'tis the happy who have callM thee so. 

SOUTHKT. 



Peace to thy dreams ! — ^thou art slumbering now, 

The moonlight's calm is upon thy brow ; 

All the deep love that o'erflows thy breast, 

Lies 'midst the hash of thy heart at rest, 

Like the scent of a flower in its folded bell, 

When eve thro' the woodlands hath sigh'd farewell. 
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Peace I — the sad memories that through the day. 
With a weight on thy lonely hosom lay, 
The sadden thoughts of the changed and dead, 
That how'd thee, as winds how the willow's head. 
The yearnings for faces and voices gone — 
All are forgotten ! — Sleep on, sleep on ! 

Are they forgotten ? — It is not so ! 
Slumber divides not the heart from its wo. 
E'en now o'er thine aspect swift changes pass. 
Like lights and shades over wavy grass : 
Tremhlest thou. Dreamer? — O love and grief I 
Ye have storms that shake e'en the dos'd-up leaf! 

On thy parted lips there's a quivering thrill. 

As on a lyre ere its chords are still ; 

On the long silk lashes that fringe thine eye, 

There's a large tear gathering heavily ; 

A rain £rom the clouds of thy spirit press'd — 

Sorrowful Dreamer ! this is not rest I 
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It is Thought at work amidst buried hours, 
It is Love keeping vigil o'er perish'd flowers.^ — 
Oh I we bear within us mysterious things. 
Of Memory and Anguish, un&thom'd springs. 
And Passion, those gulfs of the heart to fill, 
With bitter waves, which it ne'er may stilL 

Well might we pause ere we gave them sway,' 
Flinging the peace of our conch away ! 
Well might we look on' our sonls in feais, 
They find no fount of oblivion hero ! 
They forget not, the man^ of sleep beneath— 
How know we if under liie wings of death ? 
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THE WINGS OF THE DOVE. 



Oh ! that I had the wings of a dove, that I might flee away 
and be at rest. 



Oh ! £oT thy wings, thou dove I 
Now sailing by with sunshine on thy breast ; 

That, borne like thee above, 
I too might flee away, and be at rest I 

Where wilt thou fold those plumes. 
Bird of the forest-shadows, holiest bird ? 

In what rich leafy glooms. 
By the sweet voice of hidden waters stirr'd ? 
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Over what blessed home, 
What roof with dark, deep, summer foliage crown'd, 

O ! fair as ocean's foam ! 
Shall thy bright bosom shed a gleam around ? 

Or seek'st thou some old shrine 
Of nymph or saint, no more by votary wooed, 

Though still, as if divine. 
Breathing a spirit o'er the solitude ? 

Yet wherefore ask thy way ? 
Blest, ever blest, whate'er its aim, thou art ! 

Unto the greenwood spray, 
Bearing no dark rraaembrance at thy heart ! 

No echoes that will blend 
A sadness with the whispers of the grove ; 

No memory of a friend 
Far off, or dead, or chang'd to thee, thou dove ! 
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Oh ! to some cool recess 
Take, take me with thee on the smmner wind. 

Leaving the weariness 
And all the fever of this life behind : 



The aching and the void 
Within the heart whereunto none reply. 

The young bright hopes destroyed — 
Bird 1 bear me with thee through the sunny sky ! 

Wild wish, and longing vain, 
And brief upspringing to be glad and free ! 

Gro to thy woodland reign I 
My soul is bound and held — I may not flee. 

For even by all the fears 
And thoughts that haunt my dreams — ^untold, unknown. 

And burning woman's tears. 
Poured from mine eyes in silence and alone ; 
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Had I thy wings, thou dove ! 
High midst the gorgeous Isles of Cloud to soar. 

Soon the strong cords of love 
Would draw me earthwards — ^homewards — yet once 
more. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 317 



• PSYCHE BORNE BY ZEPHYRS TO THE 
ISLAND OF PLEASURE.* 



Souventrame, fortifiee par la contemplation, des choses divines, 
voudioit deployer ses ailes vers le ciel. EUe croit qu'au terme 
de sa carriere un rideau va se lever pour lui decouvrir des scenes 
de lumi^ie : mais quand la mort tonche son corps p^rissable, elle 
jette an regard en arriere vers les plaisirs terrestres et vers ses 
compagnes mortelles-— Schleqsl. 

Trandated hy Madame db Stael. 



Fearfully and mournfully 

Thou bidd'st the earth farewell, 
And yet thou'rt passing, loveliest one ! 

In a brighter land to dwell. 

* Written for a picture in which Psyche, on her flight upwards, 
is represented looking back sadly and anxiously to the earth. 

o 2 
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Ascend, ascend rejoicing 1 
The sunshine of that shore 

Around thee, as a glorious robe> 
Shall stream for evermore. 

The breezy music wandering 
There through th' Elysian sky, 

Hath no deep tone that seems to float 
From a happier time gone by : 

And there the day's last crimson. 

Gives no sad memories birth, 
No thought of dead or distant friends. 

Or partings — as on earth. 

Yet fearfully and mournfully 
Thou bidd'st that earth fareweD, 

Although thourt passing, loveliest one! 
In a brighter land to dwell. 
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A land where all is deathless — 

The sunny ware's repose, 
The wood with its rich melodies. 

The summer aiid its rose. 



A land that sees no parting, 
That hears no sound of sighs, 

That waits thee with immortal air- 
Lift, lift those anxious eyes ! 

Oh ! how like thee^ thou tremhler ! 

Man's spirit fondly clings 
With timid love, to this, its world 

Of old familiar things ! 

We pant, we thirst for fountains 
That gush not here helow ! 

On, on we toil, allured hy dreams 
Of the living water's flow : 
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We pine for kindred natures 

To mingle with onr own ; 
For communings more full and high 

Than aught hy mortal known : 

We strive with hrief aspirings 
Against our hounds in vain ; 

Yet summoned to he free at last, 
We shrink — and clasp our chain ! 

And fearfully and mournfully 

We hid the earth farewell, 
Though passing from its mists, like thee, 

In a hrighter world to dwell. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 321 



THE BOON OF MEMORY. 



Many things answered me. — Manfred, 



I GO, I go ! — and must mine image fade. 

From the green spots wherein my childhood play'd^ 

By my own streams ? 
Must my life part from each familiar place, 
As a bird's song, that leaves the woods no trace 

Of its lone themes ? • 

Will the friend pass my dwelling, and forget 
The welcomes there, the hours when we hare met 

In grief or glee ? 
All the sweet counsel, the communion high, 
The kindly words of trust, in days gone by, 

Pour'd full and free ? 
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A boon, a talisman^ O Memory ! give. 

To shrine my name in hearts where I would live 

For evermore I 
Bid the wind speak of me where I have dwelt. 
Bid the stream's voice, of all my sonl hath felt, 

A thought restore I 

In the rich rose, whose bloom I lov'd so well. 
In the dim brooding violet of the dell. 

Set deep that thought ! 
And let the sunset's melancholy glow, 
And let the spring's first whisper, fjEunt and low. 

With me be fraught I 

And Memory answer'd me : — " Wild wish and vain ! 
I have no hues the loveliest to detain 

In the heart's core. 
The place they held in bosoms all their own, 
Soon with new shadows fill'd, new flowers o'ergrown, 

Is theirs no more." 
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Hast thou such power, O Love ? — And Lore replied, 
<< It is not mine I Pour out thy soul's full tide 

Of hope and trust, 
Prayer, tear, devotedness, that hoon to gain — 
'Tis but to write, with the heart's fiery rain. 

Wild words on dust I" 



Song, is the gift with thee ? — I ask a lay. 
Soft, fervent, deep, that will not pass away 

From the still breast ; 
Fill'd with a tone— oh I not for deathless fame, 
But a sweet haunting murmur of my name. 

Where it would rest 

And Song made answer — '< It is not in me. 
Though call'd immortal ; though my gifts may be 

All but divine. 
A place of lonely brightness I can give ; — 
A changeless one, where thou with Love wouldst live— - 

This is not mine !'* 
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Death, Death ! wilt thou the restless wish fulfil ? 
And Death, the Strong One, spoke : — << I can bat still 

Each vain regret. 
What if forgotten ? — All thy soul would crave. 
Thou too, within the mantle of the grave, 

Wilt soon forget." 

Then did my heart in lone faint sadness die, 
As from all nature's voices one reply, 

But one, was given : — 
<^ Earth has no heart, fond dreamer I with a tone 
To send thee back the spirit of thine own— - 

Seek it in Heaven." 



THE END. 
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